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PREFACE. 



The historical Poems in this volume were at 
first written as parts of a design to have been 
executed by me in conjunction with my friend 
Mr. Fulford; in connection with which his fine 
ode on Queen Elizabeth (published in 1862) 
was written. 

Three of the other poems now published, viz., 
" Legion," " St. Thomas in India," " Joseph of 
Arimathea and Nicodemus," are further con- 
tributions to the series of Sacred Poems pub- 
lished by me in 1861 nnder the title of " Christ's 
Company." 
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HISTORICAL ODE^ 

AND OTHEE POEMS. 



^^ntn^tun: a gistotial ®dq. 



I- 

DlTBODUCriON. 
Brothebs; we met aroimd a fitther's grave 
A few swift years ago : the earth we clave 
As breathless with onr loss as we' had been 
With triumphs, when npon a hundred plains 
We followed him, where flashed the steel more 
The battle spread in redder stains. 

Then looked we back npon his life, that load 
Of Tictor;, secure and long and broad, 
^nth patience paved and virtne, Roman way, 
Grand march of life heroic, which he drew. 
His children paced ; it leads from fer Assaye, 
And thence retnraa to Waterloo. 
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2 WELLIHQTOir: A EI8T0BICAL ODIi. 

Peace was his end ; 'twae well ; he wrought for peace 
That iron road; his war made war io cease. 
No other hand could stay the reign of blood. 
The Fmy Eevolution, who had come 
Of ancient tyranny, the monstrous brood 
That leaped with groaning from the womb. 

Think, brothers, living in a peaceful time 
Of aU the ravage, all the public crime, 
The fields they fought, when earth was heaped witti slain, 
And mourned to be one open burial-place ; 
The fleets they filled, whose relics strewed the main ; 
Yearned Ocean o'er the human race. 

The lust, the rage, tiie blood, the agony ; 
The horror-stricken nations dismally 
Xiabonring out they knew not what : the end 
Which comes not yet, brothers I now was come 
The Fnty Bevolntion, child of fiend, 

That leaped with groaning from the womb. 

She came ; her soul de^iur, her body death : 
The systems shrivelled, ae she drew her breath ; 
Dagons before her, headless, handless, fell ; 
The Ctesars' empire withered at her frown ; 
Then she allied hei with the infidel, 
And ancient right was smitten down. 



:Biii5dj,G00glc 



IKTEODUCTION. 

Blind, self- tormenting, raging, fiend of Dante, 
In force of fdrioaa scope, in visiou scanty. 
She stmck at fiiends as foea, bat most abhorred 
The hcaaea of freedom on the hills and seas ; 
Heroic Beding fell beneath her sword. 
And England watched her on the breeze. 

Bepublios round her Bhe affiliated ; 
Then gave her chieftains Idngdoms reinstated : 
She came in anarchy, and she became 
A despotdsm go dreadly centralized, 
That later tyraimy ^ecta her aim 
Backward : no more can be devised. 

She came : La Yend^ sank in mitrailladea ; 
The Loire, the Seine, were sickened with noyades t 
Then coil o'er coil, she stretched in dragon might. 
Till half the continent was made her lair ; 
Her eagle plumes waved shadows black as night. 
Her dragon whorls did erash and tear. 

She came with thmtderoos march of vertebrate 
Procession ; fenced in iron, grinding weight 
Of cannon ; rank by rank of men who wound 
O'er mountains, nndnlated over plains, 
Successive, ceaseless; blood her mornings crowned. 
Her dews of night were bloody rains. 

1— » 
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4 WELUHOTOH; A mSTOOIOAL ODE. 

Than battle grew a fiend, and monatrona Death 

Eznlted b; sweet river and wild heath ; 

A shameless leper grinning at hia aorea ; 

He bathed in Danube, Scheldt, and Rhine, and Fo, 

He yelled with joy in burning Moscow's roars, 
He rolled himself in Eylaa's anow. 

He sowed the dragon's teeth ; the brood that sprung 
He did conscribe, when they were orer-yonng, 
Into his hated service, forced to war 
Ere tmly they had left their mother earth : 
Natnre sufficed not ; every natal star 
Ponred bloody rones upon its birth. 

Then rose the nations maddened with their wrong : 
The German brothers aang the people's song; 
Then Hofer tell, and from hia fall the brand 
Paased westward, southward ; in the Pyrenees 
His Alpine echoes rang ; the Spanish land 
Bose like a lion firom its knees. 

Bose lion-like ; bnt fell beneath the blows 
Of myriad hunters ; legions of fierce foes 
Bavaged and slew from iron ahore to shore ; 
Fell vengeful Sart^oasa — all in viun — 
Gerona Bank beside her : it waa o'er ; 
The new Sagnntom bled again. 
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IHTEODTTOnOlSr. a 

Then, like the angel of the sea and land, 
Boae England for the straggling right to stand, 
BesoWed that now her anus should flash anew 
In battle on the land as on the main ; 
BesoWed to etbcs the Mlnres hitherto— 
Toolon, Donkirk, and Woleheren, — 

And to ontshine Coniima's setting sun. 
And it was e'en ihj hand, Wellington, 
Should raise our standard where it gleamed of yore 
Upon the crest of wildest battle-.wave : 
An ancient right that triple cross upbore 
The agonizing world to save. 

And ihigland owned herself in thee : her staid 
And speechless eourage into virtue made, 
Her patience into faith, which only sees 
The spreading splendoors breaking throngh the clouds. 
And boilds up peace &om thousand viotories, 
And glory from a million shronds. 

Oh, mighl7 worker, mighty watcher 1 who 
Eemained saye thee, save thine what work to do ? 
Nelson was gone, and Ktt had fallowed him ; 
Their work was done, yet still the strife increased. 
The ^ony, the rending limb by limb. 
The omel demon, at his ieast. 
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6 WBLLmaTON : A HISTOBIOAL ODE. 

FiMtfall by foot&U, line by line advanced 
Thy lileration, tlionglit on thought enhanced 
Thy purpose ; over armM heads of chiefe 
Till then nnmatched, and laouched like thunderbolts 
By the gigantic graBper of king-fiefe — 
MasBenas, Marmonts, SonltB— 

Thy trinmph lay, nntil the lord of all 
With his full might met thine. His Satan fall 
Made earth a heaven, and Bet thy glory o'er 
Death'B reach; thy glory to efiaoe, the fount 
Of time must baokvard to ita Bourcea ponr, 
The sum of years the heavens remount. 



THE PENINSULAR WAR. 
1. Tlte Crim of Europe. 
Spain's insurrection Bank ; one city held 

Her senate ; and her armies strewed 

Her swart sierras. " All shall be snbdned," 

The despot cried, who ever yet had felled 

'The neck of opposition ; who had spelled 

The nations with a ehann of blood. 
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THB FEtrnrsntiAE wab. 

Wherefore from Wagram, flaahed and carnage-fed. 
His legions poor ; hia iron borsemeu tread 
The Spanish flowers, his iron guards ; the throng 
Ends not; to where otu little army waits, 
Spain's latest hope, thej close ; as torrent strong 
They okse, they dose ; Maaeena leads their fittes. 

Ne'er yet had ebbed that battle-tide which rode 

Aa one wide sea from Vistnls 
To Donro ; riaing, dancing in the ray 
Of victor aons : and now, behold, it flowed 
To meet the Atlantic with a wave as proud : 

One rock alone opposed the way. 

For it had risen year by year, and gained 
hi fange encroachments, till no more remained 
A barrier of resistance sonth or east : 
At Ansterlitz and Friedland, Bnssia shmulc ; 
At Jena and at Wagram, Prosaia ceased. 
And Aostria and all the eentre sank. 

All eilent now beneath those rolling wbtos. 
Which coTered all the wrecks of things, 

And rolled alike o'er nations and their kings. 

What whisper now within those glutted graves, 

While half the world was made the despot's slares, 
And poured in tears its offerings ? 
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8 wellhtoton: a hibto&ioai ode. 

Wliat nhiqwr, save that England nov Had sent 
Her little anuj to the Continent ? 
Wliat hope, except that to the Southern west, 
The Northern veat ma sending tardy aid — 
England to Spain ? Ah, were it not a jest 
To breathe Buch adace to the world dismayed ? 

Seemed it not Utter mockeiy to say 
That the few thousands landed now 

On Lnaian shore, shonld dare to wait a foe 

Of hnndred thousands three, the tidal way 

Of TmiToraal orerflow to stay ? 
And yet in reiy tmth 'twas so. 

" The wave that Iwooght tlie islanders shall be 
Their Bepnlehre ; we drive them to the sea : 
The Emperor wills ; do toil remuns save this ; 
Then Home's dominion, Bome's renown is owb ; 
Comnna re-enact, and storm Cadiz." 
Massena leads along his vaanting powers. 

Bight onward drires the gathered hnrrieane ; 

Its wreathing fniions flakes invest 
And scourge tiie land ; as thunder tm its orest 
Sits Death ; recede before it toward the main 
Our gathered arms ; the smi to set is fitio ; 

Our son seemed setting in the west. 
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THH PENIHBnLlB WAB. 

Bo fierce the onset that it seemed as ne'er 

Had lalavera been ; a great despair 

One moment palsied England : — " Htmie ; allow 

Free oourse to fete : return, the blow deeline." 

Ah, then, mj father, then no other brow 

Was oalm ; no other hand prepared, save thine. 

No other soul than thine perceived that there, 

In the remote Peninsula, 
The hope of Europe's disenthralment lay. 
This was the oonsmnmation thon didat dare ; 
For this didst thon the greatest war prepare 

That e'er did England's niight array. 

For this wast thon contented there to wield 

The award against each mar^chal ; 
From Spain was Rome assailed by Haimihal ; 
And, when thy prophet hopes shonld be tiilfilled. 
Thence didst thon issue to the final field : 

Cffisar retomed on Eome from Qanl. 
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10 wellinqtor; a hibtorical ode. 

2. 
As he who limns a picture cannot trEu:e 

Kach separaif form in field or wood, 
That dwells in distance broken and snbdned, 
And blended in the gradoal purple haze ; 
He maeees all in mighty lounds of space 

And hnes of magic brotherhood. 

So I from ont a hnndred deeds must choose 

Three which most mighty were ; the reat confoae 

In the deep distance (^ that atmosphere 

Of time that doth embrace and shrond them all : 

Let life heroic its own mystery wear, 

And art be bnt a linmer mystical. 

For Torres Yedras tnmed the scale of fkte 

Inclining it to victory, 
When England's snn seemed hasting to the sea ; 
Half Spain did Salamanca liberate ; 
Vittoria rolled the war throngh Gallia's gate : 

The hero struck ; his strokes were three. 
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THE PBHINSULAB VXH, 

8. Torret Vednu. 
Lo, that first minele : the lines entraeei 
Ou lei^es of Lneian shore, when we were chased 
By fell Massena'a power I Who wroaght them so 
In secret, suddenly to liae and qaell 
With thrice three hundred cannon months the foe, 
To stay pnrsnit with might inflexible ; 

Like Grecian wall before the galleys reared, 

Which even Hector stormed in vain ; 
Who wroaght them so, demands the baffled train : 
For lo, when swift the expected trinmph neored, 
Those triply ordered battlements appeared 

Between the eagles and the main. 

A month they Uy there, hopeless to assail, 
Lofh to retreat. Then first that tide did ^1 
Which flooded half the worid ; it tamed, they tamed ; 
Fell back the surges of the iron sea, 
Gleaming in hundred villas grimly hnmed, 
Sonndrog in thousand cries of agony. 

It was began ; the huge reooil which drew 

Pnrsnit to Paris, where it stayed. 
Europe revives : in German forest's shade 
The Anstrian, stiff in aims, doth strength renew 
Against his giant foe ; the Russian, too, 

In awestruck ranks hath knelt and prayed. 



12 welusqtoit: a bistobioai. ode. 

4. Sahimanea. 
Aioae the twelfth year firom the centiu; : 
Ob, Fate I two men were working diverBely 
In east and west, regardant each of other : 
Napoleon's zenith — soon his Btor shall slope ; 
Wellington's dawn : one &te involTos another ; 
One's glory gives the other's horoscope. 

One oroBsed the Nieman, one the Agnada ; 

Invading empires both, thej go 
To Ciadad Bodrigo, to Smolensko — 
To Borodino, to Yittoria — 
To Moscow, to Madrid ; oar victor day 

Napoleon saw thxongfa Bnssiaa bdow. 

From Torres Tedras they have tamed ; and, lo, 
Porsnit nanrps the place of overthrow ; 
Swift is our winged lion on his way : 
Almeina sinks — no arts avert her fall ; 
Bodrigo sinks — can blood her doom repay ? 
Bad^oa ainks— can blood rebuild her vail ? 

Then rose Hie scene of war so strange and grand, 
When Marmont came to stay the roat ; 

When dde by side the mighty foes marched out 

Toward the battle place which each had planned; 

There front to front ahall France and England stand, 
And lift again the battle shout. 



THB PBNIHSirLAK WAB. 

Fsiallel Tolled foi leases their oolnmna, till 
O'er Bolamonca each his chosen hill 
Had covered : there for many days they clung 
Like thnnder-clouda in scarce suspended strife ; 
Gcrizim, Ebnl ; on those moonteins hung 
For Spain the carsa of bleBsing, death or life. 

Then came the mighty shook ; who does not knov 

That Blenheim of onr century ; 
That glorious battle turned to victory 
By that heroic hand trom blow to blow. 
What time the mighty lion smote his foo 

Upon the monntains deathMly ? 

And Mannont saw the greatest host that e'er 
The Gaol had gathered, eoattered into six 
In one Bhort honr ; and vain were all his wiles, 
In vain his lengthened colanms doth he pour, 
In jdin reconcentiateB his broken files ; 
The shattered eagle shall he lift no more. 

Deluded slaves who served the tyrant's will. 
Gay sons of Franoe ; the young, the bold, 

Yonr gbriouB pride the bloody soda enfold ; 

Your mothers wait you where the orchards fill. 

And idl your hopes are scattered on that hill 
Where dies a myriad doubly told. 
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14 WELLINQTON : A HISTORICAL ODE. 

And the feigned king fled headlong from Madrid ; 
Back sunk the eagles ; half of Spain was rid 
Of them for ever : ne'er the; crossed again 
Moieiia'a armed sierra ; Cadiz woke 
From her ennrounent, the iron chain 
Fo^ed in three years of war the captive broke. 

More glorious ann for England never set : 
Glorious the trinmph which je share, 

Oh, warrior children, with your &ther there ; 

Oh, England's warrior children, ye who let 

The Bengal noontide feed npon yoiir sweat, 
The Ciimeou frost yonr vitals wear. 

Napoleon heard on Borodino's eve 
The fatal news, reinsing to believe ; 
And in the Kremlm to bis ears there oaine, 
Lone in the Kremlin with his destiny, 
The Bnasian aalvoes ponring glad aocloim, 
" Uadrid is occnpied, half Spun is free." 
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THE PENLNBimAA WAR. 

5. Vittoria. 
HaToo, the nuBcrable cMd of War, 

Murder, and Bapine, cursed crev, 
Eiapaoia bore yon ; on her breast ye drew 
As lengthened farrows as did ever soar^ 
Aa smonldering rain meed, as e'er did char 

Earth's quaking bosom smitten through. 

By many a mehing river to the sea 
Hispania's corpses rolled ; o'er hill and lea 
Her Tultares sailed for carrion ; many a maid 
And wife hy aavage soldiery de&led 
Fell, olive-pale, with deathly lips that prayed 
O'er murdered &ther, hneband, lover, child. 

Many a palace nodded to its fall ; 

Those Moorish gateways, arched so wide. 
Opened on court-yards red from side to side 
With glaring blood on marble floor and wall, 
And heaped dead ; the cloister, tuned to stall, 

Held Death's wild horses from their ride. 

But now the honr is come when they who guard 
So well their own home-island from the sword, 
Bhall fimsh that for which they crossed the main, 
And from the bloody spoiler rescue thee ; 
And, because England frees thee, thon, Spain, 
The first of all the nations sbalt be free. 



16 wxLLiKaTOir : a msrOBicAii ode. 

From Salamanca count a year of toil, 

A winter's lespite ; then anew 
B^ins that march which shall the foe snbdne 
Without one panae from all the Spanish soil ; 
Yittoria's march :- diBgorging blood and epoU 

The shattered eagle homeward flew. 

The donble colnmns moTe : the Gaul they sweep 
From Donro backward to the northern deep : 
No more ValladoUd shall lothe the state 
Of Qanlish marshal insolent : no more 
Biscayan porta their stores aconmolate ; 
That sweep superb has freed the northern shore, 

'While from Madrid their central army fled : 

Fled, rapine-gorged, the official crew 
Which long had ancked a nation's life ; they drew 
An endless spoil along ; their hope, they s^. 
Beside Bayonne to meet their crownM head ; 
Ah, first they met the Tengeance due. 

Within thy Bonl, great chieHun, was designed 

That wondrous march ; as faithfdUy combined 

By every colonm-Ieader onder ttiee ; 

Each day's advance was measured, till at last 

We oame upon Tittoria suddenly, 

Where lay their cumbered army, swollen and vast. 
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THB FENIKSULAB WAB. 17 

Yittoria, thou whoae very name doth sound 

Of victoiy, where vengeance jnBt 
Fell on those sons of murder and of lust, 
Where one more righteous stroke to death did wound 
A kingly hydra-head, where &1I discrowned 

King Joseph 'neatb the final thmst I 

O'ei bridge and hill onr legions borat their way ; 
The Hkirmish changed to battle ; battle's bray 
Died in disastrons carnage, fonlest root, 
"While melted all away the unwieldy host ; 
And tai arose one agonizing shont, 
One Beresina-wail when all was lost. 

For all was lost ; their relics strewed the plain ; 

Five years of pillage in a day 
Lost ; all the archives of that monstrous sway 
Lost ; and Uieir latest army left in Spain 
Lost, lost ; but never lost the death and pain, 

The bleeding witnesses who pray. 

The hero struck ; his strokes were three ; the third 
Through Europe sounded ; doubting Anstria hoard, 
Flung back the treacherous hand he offered her, 
The giant evil-doer in his need : 
" Join, BassianB, join around his bristling lair. 
Let Qermany be &eed as Spain is fireed." 
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18 WELLIKQTON : A HI8T0KIOAL ODE. 

Farewell bi Spain, j« epoilerB, je who laved 

In blood fool footsteps o'er her plains ; 

Your day is done, your guilt Eiloue remains. 

The Tultnre, not the eagle, aee, hath waved 

His vans among the monntains ; he had eraved 

A draught that drops from his own veins. 



They fled, dose followed, to the Pyrenees, 
The strife throngh all the winter did not cease ; 
Fell San Sebastian, Fampelona fell, 
Another EVankish rent saw BonceBvalles ; 
The Bidassoa, the Nive, and the Nivelle 
In vain oppose swift stream and bristling wall. 

FareweU to Spain ; &rewell the Inrid waste 

Of desert tracked by muleteer. 
O'er which the dark sierra ridges rear 
Their bastions ; farewell ancient cities placed 

In paradises, old Alhambias chased 
Jiiih Saracenic scroll severe. 

Through those dark Pyrenean glens did crawl 
Those matchless foes ; no wintry stoima appal ; 
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THB PBMIHBTjnAB WAB. 19 

like wiestling snakea thej wound from roek io rock ; 
Now, Ofillia, feel the war-dogs thou didst loose : 
hi rain is Orthe'a bloody battle shook, 
In Tain th« ToUeTing ridges of Tonloose. 

And theie th« strng^e ended ; for, from east 

And north the nations thronging on 
Had pressed the giant despot bom hia throne : 
But first 'midst all was England's flag released 
To gales of Franee, and rengeanee firrt did feast 

Those who bod fongkt b; Wellington. 



Fsrewdl to Spain for those who fought the fi^t. 
The iron men who showed the English might, 
Trained by thine eye and feshioned by thy skill 
To be thy perfect instnunent of war. 
To march, to fight, nntired, invincible ; 
" No army like the old Peninsnlar," 

No chiefs like that renowned school of men 
Who wrought thy bidding, bore with thee 

A worthy portion — Picton, Ponaonby, 

Hill, Crawferd, Graham, Beresibrd ; in ken 

As eagles, lion-like in daring when 
The battle rolled in mystery. 

S—a 



20 WELUHQTOS : A HISTO&IGAL ODE. 

The bones of forty thonBand Euglishmeii 
Mix with the dosta of Spain ; thy freedom then, 
Hispania, cost ao much : they toiled, traversed, 
Marched, coimter-iiiarched, and fought and bled and di 
With him who saw the laet from doabtfol £rst, 
And bore them throngh those empire-Uets eo wide. . 

No hero therefore like tho man who gained 

His glory as the common good ; 
The elder brother of the men who stood 
Beside him, not a demi-god sustained 
On blinded adnlation ; who remained 

TJnstaggered both by gold and blood. 

From Spanish brides who wept npon the shore 

The ordered transports all that army bore ; 

Fond ereatnres who had marched and camped wit& tl 

Long years ; whom never may they see again. 

They go ; great England with her diadem 

Xieana o'er the pnrple seas : Farewell to Spain. 

Yet is their work tmended : lo, once more 

Swoons Europe in the very smile 
Of new-bom peace — again the eagles soar, 
Agmn the life-consaming cannon roar, 
And horror-stmck despair comes down ; tiie while 

The Continent implores the Isle. 
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WATERLOO. 



Gaiee down on Gallia, Pere la Violetie : 

His veterans named him ao, and stemJj set 

His martial blazon on their breaste again ; 

Long had they monmed hie absenoe with the pain 

Of devotees, their idol cast in shade ; 

They here him on their shields, while fled dismayed 

L^timaoy, and the realm was hia. 

The smile was withered on the lips of peace ; 

The congresB of the kings, that met 

To arbitrate on oiowns, was scattered tax 

By the fierce look of war. 

Nor wholly tmdeserred their overset, 

For golden languor, pleasure, vnlgar thought. 

Hollow ambition, had invaded them ; 

And that pacification ill was wrought 

Which sank the right below the diadem, 

And yielded Poland to the Czar. 
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Napoleon, e'en in that eleventli hour 

Had thy yast aonl recalled its godlike power 

To 'utter freedom to the vorld, and be, 

What God designs in all, and bo designed in thee — 

Yet one more issue to in£ni^ — 

Then were thy dcM>in a thing of woe ; bnt now 

The light of truth had left thy brow, 

The early hope which 'neaOi Italian skies 

To thee drew wistM eyes, 

When thy inspired &ee uplifted glowed 

In each victorions Hnnset on thy road 

Of blameless battle for thy conntry fought, 

Not for thine ranpire ; big with thought. 

Pathetic, in the passion of its youth 

Begetting noble truth. 

Now sensual ambition, mastering aO, 

Had made that soul a thrall ; 

And all thy thoughts were &ded and grown old. 

Not leading progress to the goal of gold ; 

And he who wroof^ thine overthrow. 

Leading the men who laboured to tesbire 

The limitations of the age before. 

He thy conqueror, he thy foe. 

Was heaTen's own diampion for the rights of man. 

Ihine eagle fell behind ; his lion led the ran. 
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Foi all the earth, grown weary, aiok, distressed 
With bloody toil, now in the panae of rest 
Behdd the work of war again begin, ^, 

- The scourge of God letnnied. Long since akin 
To war all hearts had grown ; men had been bom 
Through whose whole life the earth had never worn 
The look of peace ; a generation bred 
In battle, wrack, and flame, and nonrished 
With snoh like horrors into deadly mood : 
And these in that first respite of their blood 
Mnst clutch to them their iron arms again, 
Besmne their marches, slaughter, and be alain. 
Lond-ahonting war is here once more ; load war 
Boors for more prej; the oannon-bearing ear 
Kiall thnnder through the land, career, and spread 
Its nitrons Tapoors o'er the goiy bed 
Of battle, as the flying thunder wrack 
Whirls through the qiace of heaven ; the dread£il track 
Of squadron rivera throngh battalion fields 
Once more their eyes shall mark ; the Fury yields 
No hope, no change save that from life to death. 
80 be it, answered they, with qniet breath ; 
And took once mora their places in the strife 
Hopeless and careless ; &te had set their life 
This one mere task ; their children would come next. 
It was begun again. Thns nnpeiplezed 
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The AnticIuiBli they saw returned, and gare 
ThemselveB to feed the iron-siiTgiiig wave 
That DOW vas settiug toward the Qallia shore 
From Belgiiun to the Czar, resigned once more 
To meet eneroachiug Fate with tranquil phlegm : 
Scythe-stroke by soythe-Btroke Death might gather them, 
And year by year ; it vaa b^on once more. 



Not so ; DO giudnal swiri 
Of olosiiig waves the Paged down did hnrl, 

Bnt one great battle-shotA: 

O'erthrew the towering rook ; 
The mighty deed wliich &U the world reprieved 

One arm alone in ooe great hour achiaved. 



4. 

There Hes a plain in Bdgio land beside 
War's nursling, BrasBeb ; heavy fields divide 
Two gentle slopes that ridge the vale between, 
And on each flank a fiwest wt^b the scene. 
'Tie holy gronnd ; it is the grave of war ; 
'Tia yearly hallowed ; children oome &om hi. 
And weep upon the consecrated sod 
Such teara as follow blood ; 'tie gently trod 
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By all the great mth awAUneas ; and there 
The skieB more solemn roll, sach sepnlchTe 
Bisei to meet them ; there the clond and son 
HftTe stranger isenea, and the whitening moon 
Moia mutely melancholy moses there ; 
For shrouding terror still onmrapa the lair 
Of snch a deed : this grandeur is for ns, 
There stands the lion on onr tmnnlos. 

And there are laid in sleep, as day is done 
(Ligny was lost, and Qnatre Bras was won), 
Two mighty hosts ; the rain-clond o'er them broods, 
And night &11b on them ; those dark aolitades 
Are full of slomberons life ; the watch-fires glare 
On readied cannon thion^ the to^j air. 
Death waits the morning in these lists prepared ; 
Hare meet at last the champions who have shared 
The world's renown between them — Europe's scoiuge, 
Spun's liberator ; both of them shall merge 
All other opposition in this &te : 
Bonnd each of them their paladins await, 
Those iron soola whom they to arms had trained ; 
And their tired armies sleep ; by sleep nnchained 
To Tision each the other's mighty deeds. 

The &teM morning breaks ; the dark recedes, 
The camp fires die ; the expectant shadder rons 
Through- moveless ranks ; the bravest warrior shtms 
The dreadM moment ere the work begin. 
Oh, conntiymen, I tell yon, lose or win, 
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That each another moment never shook 
Time's hoar-glaBB ; never snch another look 
Of donbtfiil Mars so horrent, ere it booms. 
The iron bell of battle ; ere the drams 
Throb, and the fifes Hhrill, and exnltantl; 
The flame of battle ligbts tbe soldier's eye. 
Yet tender were your hearts, my connttymen. 
As was your coorage danntlesa. Who can pen 
With nndimmed eye that scene before the fray, 
When ye embraced as hrothers, with the bray 
Of death within yonr ears, and kissed, and gave 
Last vords and gifts &n those beyond tbe wave, 
If he Borvived who took them ; tender, true. 
Loyal ; bow he wonld dare fall well ye knew. 
Who led your ranks, and well ye knew the foe. 

How then stood England now let England know ; 
How stood our fathers then, when death and &me 
Made covenant within the battle flame ; 
How stood they in the whirlwiod of that fight. 

They stood unmoved, when on the adverse height 
The great Opposer gathered in bis hands 
Thunder and clond, its shade ; made firm the bands 
Of massive columns ordered for attack, 
And in his art, as maHMng these, made slack 
His swarms of skirmishers ; as great was he, 
Be it not donbted, in his strategy. 
As ever npon Austrian battle-plain : 
Nor e'er did army labonr to snstain 
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Its old renown as the vast host he led ; 
Filled were its ranks with traitorB peijorid, 
Who had for him forswom their lawfdl king ; 
With degperate gamblers, who their all did fling 
With his great caBt for empire : neede must they 
Id this prodigious hazard fieroely play, 
Now, as with clashing music, and the etorm 
Of louder shouts, the battle line thej form 
In splendid Ediow, as if the very sight 
Of their bold marshalling wiUi dread should smito. 
No dashing music led our lathers on ; 
Lees splendidly in arms their cohorts shone. 

They stood when first the opened cannonade 
Lifted death's shroud to heaven from field and glade ; 
They stood when in a gloom of fire the bolts 
Whole ranks in pieces dashed ; the sonl revolts 
To watch their patient ranks, still formed anew 
As death dissolves them : fewer stand the few. 

They stood, they knelt, npon the bloody sod, 
Tiifting the prayer of battle unto God : 
Each square so thinning as the day wore on 
Was filled with martyrs who by blood atone 
Sad earth with heaven. Others have dared to die. 
In headlong chai^ ; others as stead&stly 
Have stood behind entrenchment and stone wall : 
They on the naked earth dared stand and &11, 
Qathered in islet squares so small and few. 

They stood, while all the daylong battle through 
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Each act of war upon thmr Iront was tried : 

While dragon -breathed gans sent thick and wide 

Their fniious tempest, doubling stroke on stroke ; 

While came ags&iling colonms throngh the smoke 

Weight; and yast, in densest order pressed. 

And cmehiiig fbrw&rd np the hiUy crest ; 

WhHe the mailed horsemen, riding thousands strong 

In constant onset ponred^e vale along ; 

Biding in thousands, never pronder 6ower 

Of chivahy in battle-bed did bower ; ' " 

Striving by steel, bj force, by weight, to hew 

Their passage through those islet sqnares so few. 

For all onr centre was one tossing sea 

Of plnmM horsemen, and all forioosly 

For three long hoars the battle spray arose 

Where round the acarce-seen sqaares the riders dose : 

The battle gloiy there, the yellow drift, 

The steel-bine sea of weapons, wildly swift. 

Its long and deadly billows doth oatponr ,* 

Bo that he said, who ruled that desperate honr. 

That the defence fall boou most boried be 

In ruin ; sore amazed was he to see 

The inundating charges still snbside. 

And still the rooks emerge &om out the dying tide. 

They stood while all the daylong battle raged 
In SDch a wise ; those two grand peers engaged 
Each art of war, and still Napoleon gained 
fio mastfiiy, thoogh bis army's blood had rained ; 
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For each asaailliig oolnmn bad been rent, 
Those flooding obarges all vere vainly Bpent. 
There came with eve a loll ; each farions gnn 
A moment intermitted, as the snn 
Went sadly vestward ; will he leare the fight 
Ere upon total rain sink the night ? 
Not eo ; too savagely the battle lowers : 
The Gnards remain, the latest of hia powers, 
The breakers of resistance, they who tamed 
The BoBsian and the Oennon, and were named 
The proudest soldiers in that warrior day ; 
The grand reserve that still inclined tbe fray, 
When all vae desperate ; that still was cast 
A thonderbolt tbe dieadest and the last ; 
The Gnards ; be cannot fly while these remain. 

They stood — our fathera — when the bloody plain 
Grew black with that vast phalanx ; still they stood, 
As calm aB he who ruled their attitude. 
As awfully reserved ; and, lo, tbeir foes 
Are midway now tbe vall^, now they close. 
And mount the slope with England's battle lined ; 
Serried, enormons, black, they come ; tbe wind 
Bears upward their stem ehonting ; bristlii^ anna 
And flsBhing step, they come. The deep hIiht '"' 
Of oor concentric fire proclaims bow high 
Tbe danger ; each cleared volley shows more nigh ; 
Thongb death consumes the mighty oolnmn's head, 
Tbey epme, and still with dauntless ranks they tbret 
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The dreadfnl open where the toIIstb meet, 

And make one street of tie, with death to choke that 

Btreet. 
Stil! they le-fonn beyond it, grim and stem — 
Still reoommenoe their march ; they almost tnm 
Our hill-crest ; they are here I Behold them now, 
Behold the pallid firowning of their brow 
Beneath tbe giant bearskin shaking o'er it ; 
The wamg eagle see ; 'tis they who bore it 
Tbrongh Austerlitz and Jena, ereiy breast 
Crossed with the belt where hononr's star doth 

rest. 
Their grasped bayonets see ; behold them here. 
They paused an instant, as in wondering fear : 
la opposition dead ? They do bnt see 
An empty space before them. Can it be 
That England's line is pierced, the battle done ? 
Who knows not how that moment great was won ? 
How at our captain's voice irom covert sprang 
Oar fothers, they who all the day had clnng 
To that contested Ml! ; how, overborne 
By caie £erce charge, straggling, confoonded, torn, 
The mighty hostile oolomn paosed at last, 
Was huddled as a olond by sadden blast. 
And fled ? who knows not in a moment more 
How all was bst ? Onr sboatong legions pear 
Down that all-bloody slope which they had held. 
Came ^mssia from the wood with gnns that knsUed 



Vengeance, and ponttded into ntter root 
Into the deepening night they Btf^er ont : 
All loat, Napoleon tnmed his rein, and fled. 
Yet who is YJctor here ? Befaold the dead 
BoUed on the clammy Bod ; the rietor se^— 
Death, Death I hia form arises eolemnly 
In that wide reek that kboors into air, 
As leaves the roat the scene of their despair ; 
Victora and vanquished leave it. Death remuns. 
His solphnrons sbrond floats from the battle plains, 
And in it, thinning toward the darkened stare, 
HIb face smiles downward ; many dropping scara 
And hloody locks o'erhang its features vast ; 
Oloating and swollen it dissolved and passed. 
FbUb weeping night ; the smoke of Hngnemont 
Grows land in the dark ; then wildly haimt 
The hideoos scene white flames that slowly creep, 
By fearAU women borne, from heap to heap. 
Some oome with knives to butcher them that cry, 
Some with death-shriek to fliint on them that die. 
Far range the hills of death ; the weakly mo<»l 
Bains ashen hght npon the ruin strewn : 
The dreadfrl mounds of relics of the slain, 
The headlong horses tumbled down amain, 
The limbs that seem to straggle yet, the gleam 
On pallid forms, the black mj^terious stream 
That never came from heaven : there, as by flts 
The light fallH on them, one in fierceness knita 



32 yTELLmcrras : a msroBtOAL odk. 

Hia anrelenting brows ; some clencli their hands 

And ohnoBt strike agam with moveleBS braude ; 

Some smile like infante ; some their glassy eyes 

Appealing Uft for ever to the skies : 

Ah, Death, thou hftgt reserrM these to be 

Thy trae spectators more than those who see. 

Pot out the torches, ere they fade away 

In the cold dawning of another day. 

This the last battle ; this, late I thy due ; 

Tby victoiy this, grave t thy costf Waterloo I 
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IV. 

PEACK 

Fbom that red honr sprang forty yeare of peace, 
While public wrongs dimiuiBh, ligMa increase : 
England from loyalty to Uberty 
Grows ap the marvel which the nations praise, 
The country of the men who would he free, 
Yet lose no thought of ancient days. 

And thoa wast ever with as, thy grey head, 
iather, known by all, and reverenced ; 
And thy sage voice at conncil ever heard, 
Nestor ; not with ended war did cease 
Thy glory, who didst gain us by thy sword. 
Then teaeh ns how to nse, oor peace. 

The years went by still happier, unti] 
Less frequently the old man's fiice did £11 
The eyes that lored it, and less freqnent grew 
His step in conrts : he died like ripened shock : 
Not EH) had died the cmshed at Waterloo, 
Despot and anarch, on bis rock. 
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We b<med him with sach a monming voice 
Of oar whole state, ae made death's regal toys 
For once no mockei; : the people stared 
And wept apon the pageant aa it passed ; 
His withered yeterana that last trinmph shared, 
He led thim still onto the last. 

We boried Mm beside the mighty one 
Who only watched his glory 'neath the snn, 
The Duke of armies by the seaman great ; 
Hie glory is like Albion's ; 'tis renewed 
The same from age to age ; its royal seat 
On love and strength and fortitude. 

His life like England's stoiy — root and frnit — ■ 
One growth in mahy changes ; fixed pursoit 
Of grandest, widest, difficnltost things : 
One in diversity — a track of light, 
A stream, among the sacred trees that springs, 
And issnes in the infinite. 
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" La patience angelique de gtiue." 

I. 

Thb£e times, great England, thou in anus hast hraved 

Deapots who aimed at imiyerBal sway 

O'er Enrope's field; tiuree times thy might hath saved 

The nations when they prostrate lay ; 
Alone wast thoa when conntless sails of Spain, 

Like Btorm-clonde from tiie hidden main, 

Clomb the slow winds to ravage thee ; 
When Toleration, latest child of nian, 
The modem age, whose story then began, 

Were perilled in thy je<^f>ardy. 

Alone wast thoa when Lotiis let his hordes 
Of polished demons o'er the fainting lands ; 
The south and centre shrunk beneath their sword, 

And held forth supplicating hands : 
Alone wast thoa when first Napoleon fiamed 

Mid Alpine wastes before untamed : 

When the volcano burst the snow. 
And streams of fire displaced the glacial rest, 
Old manners passed, old kings were dispossessed ; 

Alone serene and great wast thou. 
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n. 

Thfi idea of empire from the Cfesan came ; 

It Iianntetit still the earth : by might to reign 

On freedom's neck ; — this was the Roman's clum ; 

This thonght inspired Charlemagne. 
KiracnlouB traditioa I now it serrea 

To gra^ the earth with iron nervee. 

To civilize, to cnltivate : 
Anon, it vaonts not any good to bear, 
Its aim confcBsed to spoil, to crash, to tear. 

Its sinews are bnt strength and hate. 

It bands its hireling armies, it invades 

The homes which freedom labonrs to increase ; 

Its lying conclaves work in noisome shades, 

Its bloodhoonds bay the flocks of peace. 
And now the Bonrbons, come to royal state. 

The old tradition folminate ; 

Begins their tyranny at home 
From Richeliea and more snbtle Mazarin, 
Then iron anns are stretched the world to win. 

And Paris is the modem Bome. 

Lonis, third Boorbon, what a work was thine t 
To bnm the world for camivala of light, 
To slaughter nations that the town might dine ; 
Ai^natus of the world polite I 
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Around thee vait thy nondrone valetaille, 

Europe is govenied by VereailleB I 

LtuembottTg, Catinat, Vend6me, 
Bind Tictoiy on thy bannera, Vanban rings 
With forte thy kingdom, dexterous Lonvoia vin^ 

Thy legions o'er the world to roam. 

First to transform the vagne mobility 
Of Gallic nature into epmething £xed ; 
Creator of the Franco which now we see, 

Of weakness and of strength comnized. 
Towards foes an armed Mednee with eyes that bam. 

While inward poisons slowly tnin 

To snakes her tresses bright : behold 
E'en now she spreads in world-wide victoiy. 
While seeds of revolution secretly 

Within her bted form unfold. * 

Deal forth thy miracles I Almost in Tain 
Doth William league the nations in thy way. 
King of noblesse ; yet, hark, the winds complain 

O'er tilth and homestead made a prey ; 
And sees not, while it fawns, thy tinsel train 

In purblind alley, filthy lane. 

The night-lamps swinging o'er the breath 
Of million &ces, white and fierce with want ? 
These shall arise from travail grim and gaunt, 

And drive thy race to cursed death. 
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For btmger gnawa the land ; her children hwooh, 
Her gross-fed hinds stftnd weakly 'neath the trees. 
While bit^ering chariot of some might; one 

'Whirls in white dnet along the leas. 
And tyrannous oppresuon strikes the right 

Of man in man with cmel blight : 

And most mmatnral is grown 
The aspect of the time, and franght with fear. 
Hollow sabmissions, oompa43t8 insincere. 

Domestic wrongs still let alone. 

Conld then thy royal looks so ill discern 

The rising signs of that darit WM-king sky, 

That thou to fco^ign wars thy strength most torn. 

Regardless of the evils nigh ? 
Oh shame oi kings, hadst thon no lands to tillt 

TlXt thon abroad must spoil and kill ? 

I^aced in the forehead (^ that age 
Which broke &om ni^t with energy dirine, 
Oonld then thy royal looks no more design 

Thau aggraodisiTe war to wage ? 

Yet thoa didst faro in triunph, adding still 

Province to province, till the centniy 

Which closed with death of William, did fulfil 

Thy haughty mandates utterly ; 
And saw thy flaming sceptre canied iai 

Into receding fields of war ; 
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Thy tyranuonB eiaetions wnu^ 
From distant realms : thy empire hugely raised ; 
Ad empire which the coming age displaced. 

And wide its shivered fragmenta flung. 

For thoa wast doomed, mature in empiry, 
To see thy nsiooed grandeor flit in air : 
Wonldst tboa with Albion's &ttg divide the sea? 

La Hogae remands thee to despair : 
Or wonldflt thon taste the sweets of trinmph won f 

The eighteenth age is now began ; 

And where ia thy Tnienne ? oh, where 
Lnxembonrg, for thy need is sore ? Behold 
This age brings forth reveisal of things eld. 

And Uarlboroi^h lidea to role the war I 



m. 

Oh, lUarlborongh, name tradaoed by little men, 
Bnt by the great revered ; oapacions soul, 
'Twas thine o'er waning elements to reign, 

And chaos into order roll : 
Thine to maintain our great tradition brought 

From ont the glorions past, and tanght 

To tyranny in blood and fire : 
England's tradition, that no maa shall do 
Tyrannic deed nnchooked ; this creed so true 

Pass ^vec on to son &om sire ! 
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Do thou, great England, bid the mists dispart 
By slander blown, that hide thy son fi^im thee ; 
And clasp ihj hero closer to thy heart ; 

Forgive, if aught for pardon be ; 
So he forgave who stood most ii^nred in 

The hero's hesitating sin ; 

When none discerned where safety lay, 
And the grim beadsman in the unsettled rage 
Of faction, tavii^ throi^h the lawless age, 

Awaited him who missed the vray. 

Yes, he forgave who nnto death pnrgned 
The self-same walk, who banded in the path 
Of France the nations iS the Qorthern blood. 

And in mid battle poured their wrath : 
No foot stem William found so firm to trea^ 

The devions patiis in which he led ; 

No hand to hold the force allied ; 
Who best, they asked him, should supply his neei 
Who best to counsels and to arms succeed ; 

He pointed them to thee, and died. 

Bise tlien our hero, lift thy regal frimt 
Above the obscuring dusty cloud ; alike 
Are grains of dust ; their muHitiide is wont 

A cloud upon the eyes to strike : 
Bo hast thou been obBcored by atomies 

Which whirl their sameness in our eyes : 
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'Tis sad to know that onoe he fell 
At mercy of a momentary need ; 
Yet grant his greatness its eternal meed ; 

This is onr duty, this is well. 



IV. 

He found our England scorned of Europe's kings, 
He left her arbiter of Europe's fate : 

An angel's patience and an angel's wings, 

As awifb to fly, as calm to wait : 
A lion's heart ; his eyes of lofty sway. 

And faU of watcbAil knowledge, play 

O'er eonrtB and camps ; the varied scene. 
Splendid and agitated, owi^ the grace 
Of that wide brow, that most mtyestic &ce. 

Composed and steadfastly serene. 

In stricter leagae the powers to join, to assuage 
Their jealousies by OTer-moBtenng tact, 
This first his office ; then, the war to wage 

Like martial music, act on act. 
At his command the smonldering war ontbums, 

Gigantic grown, at onoe returns 

EVom old Batavia to the banks 
Of Danube : lo, that march sablime he heads 
O'er which old history still exults ; he spreads 

Throagb realms unknown bis steady ranka. 
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The Schelenbni^ and Blenheim 1 Greater name 
We write not on our ecroll since Aginconrt ; 
Then was the keynote Btrack of war and ittme — 

And crashed an armj consular : 
The music of the fenltlesa battle nmg 

Through every nation, every tongne ; 

England had trembled from alar. 
Her army gnlphed in German forest dim : 
The sound ttf triumph rose, an empire's hymn ; 

Its splendour rose, a lurid star. 

The &iiltleBS battle rose, and changed and fell 
Beneath thy master hand from side to side 
Of that wide field ; more subtly changeable 

Conflict did hero never guide : 
Who knows not how the sidelong wave doth pour 

Its bulk upon its space of shore ? 

So poured thy host successively 
Not over s<il^*ect sands, but bristling fosse 
And rampart huge : the rivers wide they cross, 

And scale in fire the summits high. 

Why do we muse on battles long ago, 

Why summon discord from an ancient grave ? 

It is because a people's life doth grow 

Besnrgent from the buried brave : 
It is because a people's very life 

Is only known in deadly strife ; 
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Because in days of lethargy 
Its high reBohes from this a people draws — 
The grand remembrance of the righteous caiuet 

And of the nghtfdl Tiotoiy. 

Therefore shall England ever feel the pride 

Of those vast triumphs nhich she shared vith thee, 

Marlborough, when skill supreme her force did guide. 

When wisdom framed her policy : 
As o^n as the wounded victors rose 

From the slain bodies of their foes, 

So oft by thoe prevailed the right ; 
Thos, only soldier that did never fail, 
Thoo, sounder of the battle's dreadful scale, 

Thou, darter of the thondroiu light. 



V. 
For year hy year from thy resistless hands 
Some bolt of battle fell until the foe, 
From &lse Bavaria through the Netherlands, 

Fled in succesaive overthrow : 
Until the Gallio soil profiined lay 

By legions marching on their way 

Toward the spoiler's capital ; 
And Lonis in his evil day beheld 
His vast ambitions on Ms head repelled. 

And vengeance on the wicked fall. 
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Count out the tale of battle, Villeroy, 
BonfflerB, Vendome, or Yillars ; cbiefe of fame, 
Motors o'er all beside ; your riotor joy 

Pales in disaster at bis name. 
Sent forth snoceasiTe to the scene of wai, 

Ye conld not check, ye could not bar : 

Count ont the tale : — Guard well thy lines, 
Oh '^^eroy, along the gentle Mense : 
Great cities are thy forts ; vith mighty thews 

Thy onny their ddenee combines. 

Behold that army hurled from point to point. 
Dashed from defences where they had defied 
Our utmost ; like a snake torn joint from joint. 

And stmggling o'er the champaign wide. 
Be-form them, and the marsh of Eamillies 

Next year thy heavy columns sees 

Pressed earthwards in their helpless mass. 
Crushed by the cannonade, like herd at bay 
Hoonded together, bloodily to pay 

Their passage from that fell moiaes. 

Thoa next, Vendfime ; of many a victor day 

The wreath hath been thine own ; thine utmost now 

Thy king demands ; thine utmost now essay, 

The chief of all his captains thou. 
He comes : behold the gathered hosts again 

Traversing Holland's watered plain. 
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Amid the gentle slopes that guard 
Tbe botrnds of France ; ^am they join the fray ; 
The dnat of marehiiig men, the smoke-wreathB sway 

Abore the liug of Ondenftrde. 



Tliere, circling ronnd and ronnd the Gallic host, 
Onr Bqnadrons hemmed them still in narrowei room 
The combat did bat swell when %ht nas lost, 

Thick-Tolleyed flasheB pierced the gloom : 
That ampMtheBtre of death appeared 

A vast volcano, while careered. 

But half illnmed, the thnnd'rons pali, 
And the black shapes of war were instant Been ; 
Fly, VecdSme, fly beneath night's friendly screen. 

The shuuefnl rent is past tecaU. 



Shall Lille foreclose the sacred soil of Frsinoe, 
High lifted np npon the midnight sky 
Above the clustered fires that still advance, 

The trenches opened still more nigh ? 
Nay, BooffleTB ; though the assault more carnage bIlowb 

Than the red night of Bad^oa ; 

Though Venddme strive the garrison 
To snocoui, hovering round in dyke and fen, 
Cold with the coming winter ; all in vain ; 

The mighty frontier fort is won. 
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Now, Louie, draw thy latest army roimd ; 

" Send Villare," the tmoonqnered ; he may show 

Hie vengefnl fiiea th&t apring from holy gronud ; 

And YilhiTB moves to meet tJie foe. 
Strong his position, mighty his anay, 

Ah)8, the dawn is Malplaqaet ! 

Oh Tictors, Marlborough aad Eugene, 
Throngh those wide -shattered ranha may prophet eye 
The fair nnhonnded fields of France descry, 

Yea, Paris is defenceless seen. 



TI. 
Nought shall prevent our hero ; qnick he forms 
His prqect vast ; high glories are in store. 
Oh England ; VilkrB' arm nor winter's storms 

An instant shall delay the war : — 
'What ? — dares a common hand to interpose, 

Ere victor with Qie vanquished close ? 

To take thy master &om thy head, 
Oh patient England, when the hour was near 
In which it seemed that all thy toil severe 

By such a spoil should he repaid ? 

Patience of heaven ! the tale is old ; 'twas so ; 
Men hasely use their greatest even now : 
Still works the fool the hero's overthrow, 
The oz and ass together plough : 
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Home, warrior, home ; thy gloriotiB tolls resign, 

F(»r thankless enemies combine, 

As honnds the noUer lion bay : 
The passions of the iactions so are seethed, 
Utrecht shall sell the meed by arms bequeathed. 

And tongues tliy mighty deeds nusay. 

Home, warrior, home ; npUfi thy awfol &ce, 
Time-wom and battle -iiin'owed, in the rout ; 
Attest thine innocence in brdly place. 

With words pathetic silence doubt ; 
Give calonra; the lie, bid placemen quail. 

If virtue may to this prevail ; 

Then sink with decent nugesty ; 
Gather thy darkness from their wretched light. 
Too great with them to wage resentM fight. 

And in retirement sternly die. 

What comfort may we find save this, that now, 
As ever she hath been, was England stayed 
Upon her adversary's overthrow ; 

Content her generous peace she made ; 
She would not subjugate, she would but strive 

Unchecked ambition back to drive ; 

Then, like her hero, satisfi'ed, 
Too proud to exact the utmost and too just 
To found dominion on ambitious lust. 

In acquiescence calm who died. 
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Yet thee, the greatest of that age of men, 
Shall earth forget not ; nay, she shall require 
In after time thy work nnfiniahed, when 

Ontflames once more tyrannio fire : 
When kingly lust of empire drives the Ganl 

His neighbonr nations to enthral, 

"When Amine wastes the fields of spring, 
"When Revolution bnrsts in myriad force ; — 
In that Red Sea the rider and his horse 

Are cast, and strnggle perishing* 
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Sir John Fsadkuh lAiled on hk last cxpeditioa in 1845, with 
the Erebus and Terror, TesseU which the some jear had 
ratnmed with Sir John Koss from the Antarctic cxpeditioD. 
Ooremment coaUnned the search after Fnnklin till 18S4. 
Then hope wai abandoDed, and the Admiral^ determined to 
ramore &om the Navy List the names of the officers tf the 
Brdnu and Ttrror, and Co conaidei them a« haying died in 
HerHajeB^'anrrice. TheonlfTestigeBdiicoTaredinthelatef 
searches were obtained bj Rae, who, in hia first overland 
expedition, reported to the Admiralty in 1 853, found floaUng 
in Parker Bay two pieces of wood, the one with a clasp or 
band of iron, Hiid the other with two nails in it, bearing the 
Oovemment mark. They were imijneatioQably relics from 
Franklio's Teesels, and were the first proof that a North- 
west Passage existed. In his second expedition. Bae obtained 
frcm the Esqnimanz the fatal news of the catastro^jie of 
Fnnklin's crews. The last Goremment expedition of search 
returned in 1854 : the Fox, the private expedition of Lady 
Franklin, onder Captain Mc Clintock, sailed in IS67, and was 
away three years, 

AaavuKSt. IntrodiKtim — The Firil Winter tpent by Franklin 
IN the Arctic Begimt — The Firtl Spring~Failurt and Cenation 
of the GovtmnKHt Ezpeilitioni of Search — The Laet Expedi- 
tion tent by Lady Franhlin — The FranMin JUtict — ConcliuioH. 

Wbzbe the meridioiiB narrow ; where the ice 
Sets its white teeth againet the world, a vice 
Which grips the coimtlesH islets of the sea. 
Northwards we watch; ooi slackened hands the key 
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Of the last problem of the world enfold. 

Where the cold noiihem desert lies unrolled 
Beneatii the signs that neTer drink the wave, 
A voice is heard, oor brethren from their grave 
In resurrection, the; who sought and fonnd 
Iq life, in death ; they tell as that nnboond 
The mystery lies, the adamantine chain 
About the rongh fell of the northern main 
Is broken now ; they tell ns all their praise 
By silence ; silently before oor gaze 
They rise : they tell ua not of death ; they died. 

Why should they apeak of death who have untied 
The knot which England sfarove to loose of old 
From those first days wheu she alone was bold 
To emulate the glory on your brows, 
OolambuB and Da (Hnm ? earth avows 
No greater deed ; alone did England choose 
Those nncouth seas ; her sona alone had thews 
Bofficient that toward both eaat and west, 
They should attempt the nortii, whether to wrest 
Their doubled paseage ronnd the Northern Rock, 
Which bars the eastward voyage, and unlock 
The sevenfold mouth of Dwina ; or to thread 
From belt to belt the gulfs and chaimels led 
About the sunken crest of that half-sphere 
Which westward greets the Pole : England holds here 
The old renown, and still the Vikings ride : 
WiUongbby died, and Franklin too hath died; 
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Chancellor won, imd Frauklin ioo hath wtm. 

Oome then, and witness where the iee-fields ran 
To gUoier edges upon boandlsBB shorsB, 
Where the moraine nins raiooas, wheie soars 
The monomental berg, her stony folds 
The nnmb and sterile earth witii pain npholds 
Above the sulky margin of the sea, 
Half buried in piimsTBl apathy 
By waters washing round her island-limbs, 
Half crusted in her frozen scales, while swims 
The doll air roond her, warped and woofed with 

snows. 
And frost-smoke streaming frvm her gnashing floes. 
Come then, and listen to the solemn voice 
Which reaches us ao newly o'er the poise 
Of earth and water ; listen, era the rash 
Of onward time as solemnly shall hnsh 
The voice which speaks in its solemnities ; 
Ere memory parts, ere time this deed shall prise 
As not the latest on his roll of deeds ; 
And mn^ shall be forgotten which now pleads 
With recent sorrow. 

By the sapreme laws 
Of being, in the human heart a cause 
Emts, which seeks for ever the unknown: 
This still draws close the links mysteiions thrown 
Between the worlds of matter and of thought ; 
Btill animates the deep relation, fraoght 

4—2 . . 
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TCth subtlest trntli, of eveiy outward thing 
To the deep boqI vithin the senses' ring. 
Now, therefore, they are dearest to our race 
Who spring with swiftest foot toward the chase 
Of things unknown ; and open to onr gaze 
Another means to grasp the hidden ways 
Of that infinitude, which circles rotmd 
Our narrow Ii& ; another knowle^ foond 
Demands onr thanks ; now, therefore, we tinite 
In saddened pnuse of those whose noble might 
Has filled the Elizabetiian chart, unrolled 
By those who know God's edicts from of old. 
The drcnmnaTigation that shonld be 
By man accomplished : they laborionsly 
In thdi ontgoii^B from our silver isle 
Strove anciently in ships to reconcile' 
The face of nature with the thonghts of Ch>d, 
As man concGives thereof: upon that road 
Perished in victory the men we moom. 
Hailing in death creation's latest bonme. 

Three lustres have been measured since they passed 
From mortal view ; the hero soul who cost 
His threescore years behind him, and refused 
The honours ripely due ; and they who cnused 
With him of old beyond the icy zone: 
They took from hands heroic as their own 
The world-famed ships returned from other goal. 
From wandering roond the starless Eouthem pole, 
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The Bretnu, the Terror ; and they sailed: 
The whalers saw them to an iceberg holedt 
WoitJng their pasaage through Laaoaater Sound : 
And since that day no hninaa eye has found 
Those mariners, bnt they have passed from men. 

Fell the first lustre from the summer when 
They parted, ere at all their track was gained : 
The startled world had sought them, had onohained . 
Squadrons of rescue, scaled &om isle to isle 
That archipelago of death, awhile 
In hope, bnt soon with dire inqmetude. 
For token none appeared, nor sign of good ; 
Until at length some happy news was foond 
Of their first winter upon Arctic ground, 
And their first snnmier : this the happier news. 

They had passed onward, gallant ships and crews. 
And that great heart which harmonized the whole 
To its firm purpose, onward, till the roU 
Of BDmmer seas was stiffened into death : 
Then had they anchored in the isle beneath 
North Devon, that shore which stretches stark and rude 
Three parts toward the highest latitude ; 
Long had tliey atn^gled in the ice-ohoked seas. 
Steering to gain the northernmost degrees. 
That they might issue by the channel named 
Of Wellington ; nntil the antonm aimed 
His bitter arrows and forbade their path. 

The visiou deepens now amid the wrath 
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Of avalanches, in th« nrj heart 
Of desolation ; round in eT«ry part 
Sweep ont illadTe chaonelB, and the wind 
From evetj quarter beara down soalj rind 
Of bioken floe and pack, which whirls along 
B; tempest launched, witli tempest fbry strong ; 
And these wonld rip and rend the thing that dareB 
Oppose tiiem ; while about the coast which stares 
WiOi frozen eyes upon the frozen sea. 
Are shifted piece by piece incessantly. 
The breaking floes, which cling with talons sharp 
To desolate headland, cliff, and sear, and aearp. 
Above the heaving of the tortured main. 
We see those barks, like ghosts that wildly wane, 
Flitting from point to point, essaying still 
The illndve channels, and with swifl^st skill 
Foiling the icy grasp ; an instant more 
And they were crashed 'twizt icy shore and shore : 
But as a spirit may survive the strife 
Of all the base beaetments of a life. 
And keep itself serene, and pure and safe, 
Bo they snrvive, sarmonnting like the waif 
Of those wild waves ; so they avoid the close 
Of ice which fain would drift them in its throes 
Far down the Atlantic : lo, at length they hail 
The strand of Beechy, fori the shatta^d soil. 
And rest ; their winter appanage lies here. 
Therefore, thon desert islet, thou ait dear 



BIB JOHN {"RAHKLnT. 55 

For ever to the comrades of the brave ; 

Upon thj shores they wintered ; hy the grave 

Thrice piled oa thee thon 'rt dear ; the rescaeis found 

After five years the relics on thy grotmd ; 

On thee tlie tokens of the sojoam lone 

They saw ; three monnmente of simple stone 

To three who died ; the ordered moonds for store, 

The anuoniy, the anchor beds, the shore 

Traversed by sledge-ruts, and the mined sites 

Of observation, and the secret bights 

Where lay the ships ; the garden terraces 

Of lichens, poppies, and anemones. 

Ah, desolate island of the frozen wave. 

What dost thou hold ? A garden and a grave I 

Here then they lay ; they saw the winter night 
Deepen npon them, as the sun his flight 
Into the Scorpion nrged ; nntil adown 
The unshaded darkness sunk with deeper frown. 
Unbroken, till the moon bedewed the vault 
With splendid light, Orion made assault 
On darkness with his flaming sword ; arose 
The fiilse Aurora from her long repose, 
And vainly spread her wings of phosphor forth 
To shroud the nupaling loadstar of the north : 
Her splendours sweep through half the stars, they shin* 
..'With nebulous lustre, liquid, opaline ; 
Then burst with purpling anger through the gloom. 
And the far-stretching pallid snows illume 
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With crimson ahadowa and with bickering flaws ; 

A Bpectral dance, which grows a heaTj cause 

To simple minds of melancholy dread ; 

As if the Lapland sorceries had led 

Illusion round the pole ; that long eclipse 

Wrought out neird phantasies ; behold where dips 

With hissing steam of file into the sea 

Some Inrid star ; where some discoloured tree 

Branches ftcross the zenith, some vast arc 

All tremnloaslj spans the pnrple dark ; , 

Refraction lifts the hnmmocks into hills ; 

The fiasnres gleam like wavy lines of rills 

From darkling mountains poured ; upon the sight 

The illumined Tapours glow with fairy light ; 

The darkness whispers o'er the boundless plain, 

Yast sighs, as if some monster in his pain 

Rose on uneasy pillow ; burst the seams 

Of ice with awful crash, and sudden gleams 

Of dark and rushing water, which o'erfiUs 

The £ssnres, till the strong-ribbed crystal thrills ; 

Ab if the region terrors strove to shake 

The soul of man, brave man 1 The heart may quake. 

The flesh may shrivel, but the will shall wait 

TJnmoTed : Oroi gave man will to conquer fate. 

Then in the month when shines the Northern Crown, 
A fickle dawn arises far adown 
The southern sky, traversing briefest space 
Of heaven, and vanishing without a trace ; 
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So over ohaos when God firet made light 
Without a HUH, the -mion flitted bright, 
Then died away, and the first day waa done. 
Bat morn by mom the promise of the bqh 
Grows dear ; the eonth is filled with crimson flocks 
In place of that grim darkness and its shocks : 
Behind the clond-bars nndnlstea and flows 
A sabtle radiance ; this too clears and grows 
To white intensitj, and then the shiond 
Bursts &om the son-god, and the clammy crowd 
Of vapours matles into golden foam 
Before his prow ; heaven is again his home. 

Ah, then they issued &om their cabined sleep. 
They watched the thaw pervading through the deep 
Beneath a light that sets not : wildly pour 
The glacial torrents &om the hills that bore 
The avalaaohe.; the glistening ice-fields crawl 
Like snakes along the tideways ; grandly &11 
The loosened bergs to welter on their way; 
And brightly dance the bine free waves, and play 
The thawing monsters ; heaves its hoary flakes 
The Arctic whale, the solemn walrus makes 
Unwieldy mirth, the seal with human eyes 
Flaps o'er the fragments ; burst a thousand cries 
From the wild sea-birds sailing northward all. 
The ptarmigan, the eider duck ; they call 
The little doveUe from his winter watch 
Cpon the ice to secret haunts, where snatch 
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Once more their atraggliog life thoae mountain flowers 

Which bloom on Arctic wastes or Alpine towers 

Alike ; sweet crowfoot, hardy Baxafrsge, 

And acid eorrel ; these o'ergrow the age 

Of hoai7 headland, and of desolate lea ; 

Yea, willow and sweet purple bleabeny. 

Dwarfed into miniatnre by ceaselesB frost. 

These clothe the Bplintered ledges ; they hare lost 

Their nprightnesa, along the rocks they trail, 

Fearing the icy wind ; and thin and pale 

Live on for love of all the life that is : 

The wavy hair-graaa weaves its phantaeies 

In little circles o'er the reindeer mose. 

So scanty is the spring to those who cross 
The northern desert ; yet that winter lone 
And scanty spring were brightest days that shone 
For those who died : two direful winters more 
They passed, nableseed b; any sheltering shore, 
Nipped in the ice : strained forth in vain the sail, 
The steam-driA did hnt freeze apon the gale : 
The cmel pack still gripped them, still delayed 
Nineteen long months, and acarce one mile they made 
For ereiy month : then came the hitter end. 

And nought was heard, thoogh England still did send 
Through sammers six her snocoora ; efforts vain 
Colombia added ; yet the northern main 
Hid ite dread secret, nooght of comfort man ; 
Thongh tenderly the seekers did explore 
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Coast-line and stream, aa brothers tenderiy 
For brothers dead : England, apon the sea 
Thy name is greatest, and 'tis nowhere writ 
Uore gnuidly than upon the isles which split 
The frozen ocean into thousand streams ; 
For every headland, every channel gleams 
'With names for ever precious in our stoty, 
E'en from of old, from that first break of gloty 
Which makes onr little island shine a star 
Set in the nether heaven : they soaght a&r, 
Yet what was left those seekers now to find ? 
Death, only death was left by time behind, 
Or victory, or death in victory. 

And this was ravished from the ghostly sea, 
Asd this one seeker ont of many found : 
For first in Parker Bay, that western sonnd 
Which joins the clear Pacific, he descried 
Those iron-handed timbers which the tide 
Was drifting ; those torn shreds of oak and pine 
Proclaim the gnerdon won, the glory tiiine, 
Franklin ; for they in western straits were laid ; 
Wherefore the North-west Passage thon hadst made, 
And thiiie the prize for which onr chivalry 
StiU rode the northern tempests ; yea, the aea 
Eastward and westward joins a slender hand 
O'er the new world ; and shattered pole and band 
Are hero's lance left shivered in the lists. 

Another thing that seeker in the mista 

Google 
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Of fate had found ; the wandenng EgqaliiLaiix 

A spectral band had met long years ago, 

As Utob ore oonnted ; — pallid faces set 

Toward the sonth, gaunt bodies toiling yet 

For life ; tliey saw them dragging still the sledge, 

Heayy as death, along the ragged edge 

Of that vast ice-stream which, with monBtroas tread. 

An avalanche that Ms an oeeui's bed, 

Oraahes its way by shattered floe and floe. 

Not swifter than descends the hardened snow 

From Alps throngh ages ; lo, they take theit way 

Toward the Qreat Fish fiiver, where, they say, 

God may send deer to shoot ; and all the waste 

Shall end, and all the toil and panic haste. 

Again those wanderers spake, a tale of dread : 
They saw them scattered, finished, frozen, dead, 
. Upon the snow ; their bones were bleaching there, 
The snow their shrond, the ice their sepulchre : 
Oh Tictoiy, and death in victory I 

No more did England struggle hopelessly 
The dead to gather, since the tale was told ; 
Enough had perished in the hungry cold. 
No more, she cried, my sons shall trust those waves, 
Enongh have died ; their peace be on their graves ; 
Beneath an ever-rising tomb they lie, 
Their deathless star regards them from the sky ; 
Enongh have died ; the living to console 
Be ours ; the dead we seek not : from the roll 
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Of liTing men their names were blotted out ; 
Yea, farther Tentnre had been lees devout. 



New, hither, Hope, emhracing tb; deapair ; 
Now hither, FaHh, who through the nuBoen air 
Dost track thy dead as living : give me light 
From your deep presence ; let me tell aright 
The deed of her whom all men celebrate ; 
Who took the tokens of her hoshtrnd's fate 
With heart nnblenching ; who, though England stayed, 
Stayed not her hands from seeking, bnt obeyed 
The passionate instinct that was sore to find. 
Though seeking life no more : ah, too nnkind 
Had been the years, nor hope of life remained : 
She sought to vindicate the &me attained 
By Hnch a death, and Mly to proclaim. 
If it might bo, his trinmph and the name 
Of his achievement. Welcome, was her cry. 
That greater word, that life of those who die. 
Fame, &me I Well knew slie that he was the first 
This wondrons centnry who had traversed 
Those hidden chambers : that he lived as (me 
From whose firm eyes a vision hm not gone, 
And kept his gaze beyond the hopes and feara 
Of common life, and counted ont his years 
By coasts explored and latitodea attained, 
The new Ulysses : death at length had deigned. 
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She knew, to lay the crown on each a brow : 
'Twas hJH to make, 'twas hers to prove, Us tow. 
Ah, lad;, worthy thoa of her who gave 
Her banner to her hero, not to wave 
O'er her last bed bat o'er his trinmph; then 
In iier first beauty died : thy voice and pen 
Stirred England, knit the iron nerve which strove 
To gather its own dead ; and now for love 
Of him and thee, behold, in three years' space 
From that first pause of search, another chase 
Flits o'er the waters, skirts the grinding pack. 
And spends as many years npon the track 
As spent the dead : well freighted for thy part, 
Oh little bark, with many a lion heart ; 
For all bad given their lives, and soma had given 
Large grants to speed thy way ; well bad she striven 
For this who sent thee forth, within thy hold 
Storing her faith snblime, her prayers nntold. 
Long time they tarried on their darksome way. 
What bring they now ? They have returned to-day. 

They saw the northern miracles ; they cleft 
Heart-deep the mystery ; their trinmph left 
Its record on the desert of the scene. 

They passed to where the dead alive had been ; 
Probation held they nigh as long and stem 
As slew the dead ;. therefore they bid ns learn 
From their own tale how suffered they who died. 

They saw the sky turn o'er them, multiplied 

C,o<,gk 



BIB JOHIT FSAHKLIS. S. 

In false horizons, japing moons and sons, 
And iriHed zonea, bo fair and false at once, 
So mocked the Yeij heavens on those who died. 

Thej saw mirage of cold, not heat : how wide 
The rainbow-tmted pediments uphold 
Ellora, Memphis, or Telmessos old ; 
So langhed the ready tomb on those who died. 

They paled in monstrons night ; and the; did hide 
The pallor of theii faces from the son : 
His beams wonld blind them, glaiiug forth anon : 
So did they pale, and so did shrink, who died. 

They split the floes, they took the pack, defied 
The toppling icebei^; sheathed in icy drift, 
Tbemsehes an iceberg, they did veer and shift 
With pain in bitter change of &ost and thaw ; 
Their patient strength the heavy sledge did draw 
Leagne a^r league and month by month aronnd 
The iron islet and the frozen sonnd : 
So auled, so ranged, so laboured they ^ho died. 

They shook with famine as they did divide 
After the weary march their scan^ store : 
Tbey shook with cold upon th« icy fioor, 
'Where scantly they were hatted from the blast : 
Enough ; b«hold how ere the final fast, 
How ere th' eternal sleep, they shook who died. 

For all was tme ; they coold bat paose beside 
Those cums, those sepulchres, which told the tale 
That mmoai told before ; they conld but qnail 
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At sight of that grim ice-stream which had gripped, 
Those grisly fioes, which at the last had nipped 
To death the ahipa ; they could bat trace the path 
Where the lost feet had atunbled o'er the swath 
Of the ribbed ice ; they could but weep at thonght 
Of soathem enow-clond, which had genti; caught 
The weary ones, tmd wound them in its pall : 
But tears and sweat are frozen ere they foil 
With ihose who seek the dead who died so well. 

The bleaching skeleton of one who fell 
Beneath Cape Herschel, fallen on his face, 
laes stretched to witness that it was the grace 
Of those dead mariners to win the way, 
To snatch the secret from the dragon play 
Of all the north ; a worthy witness he 
Of such an enterprise as needs maat be 
By death fiilfilled : they saw him where he lay 
In his mute witness thro<^ that monstrous day 
Whose hours are months ; and through that lengthened 

Wlose fires avful the sky alone to light, 
Not show the earth : he lay as he had died. 

And Bfr they bring their relics from the side 
Of tie gaunt glacier home ; we hold them here : 
Each shattered fr^ment England dasps ; revere 
In these the relics of the dead ; behold 
In these the trophies of the brare, as old 
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And worn ihoj lie amid memorials prond. 

With veneration be their worth allowed. 

Behold them ; there nre things of daily need, 

Exempt from nae how long ! No man shall read 

Their pathoa decent and magnanimoas 

With nnmoTod eje ; and things that bear for ns 

A loftier import — take of all the sum ; 

The books of piety so woni by numb, 

Dead hands that prayed ; and that discoloured rag 

Those hands npbore through all : 'twas England's flag. 

And shall their &me be lost ? The butterfly 
FUtting beneath that Hyperborean sky, 
Chilled by the glacial blast, shall sink and spread 
Its stiffened wings npon the snow ; a bed 
Shall soon be scooped ; life's dying warmth suffice 
To dig the graie for death : anon shall rise 
A little monnd, that shall as truly he 
To north as any magnet, for the fly 
So swayed in death bis wings ; the traveller 
By that small grave hie lonely oonrse may steer. 
Things perish not in death ; a presence grows 
From human deeds, which, as the wondrous rose 
Of morning turns the wan and wasteful grey 
Li heaven to glorious warmth, and brings the day 
To da^ome places ; as the boreal bght 
Flushes the oMUy fields of shadeless white ; 
Doth BO transform the realm of the unknown, 
That northern waste of spirit, till 'fis grown 

5 



66 SIB JOSH WaJLSEUS. 

Full of sweet hnmftn presence, peopled wide^ 
With memory, tihought, and hope ; no longer idly 
Dissevered from tme use : and since to all 
That nuut attains, some &ilare still most Eoll, 
Nor anght be perfect, happy let hb hail 
Yon, noble spirits, who did only fail 
In death alone : hail, happy on your bier 
Of snow : the spirit rises, fiills the tear. 
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Thby were W a tiionaand strong ; they marched 
Through k hundred thoasand mutmoos foes ; 

O'er a handled leagues of deaert parched, 
Where sunstroke fitlla, and the Simoon blows : 
They were bat a thoasand aiirong. 

They were but a thons&nd ; iate denied ' 
That more should meet oar atter iieed ; 

And as they died, the few supplied 

Did never make the force exceed 

In nunber a thousand strong. 

Ifany a mile they onward passed 

Through swampy grass and field of daU, 
By mangoe grove, through jungle vast. 
And the squaUd hats of the villages sm^ : 
They were hat a thousand strong. 

6— » 
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And every day they fought the foe, 
And b«at him backward many a mile ; 

Till their name grew bright and terrible, ho 
Thst the btave world ereiywhere did smile 
With joy at the thoaeand strong. 

And BO at last they reached Cawnpoie, 
Where the bloody Nana was lying then ; 

WLo stood to try one battle more 
For the possession of bis den 
Against but a thonsand strong. 

And loany a gnn he laid in train 
To sweep along oor serried ranks ; 

His foot entrenched lay on the plain. 
His horsemen clnstered on his £anks 
Against bnt a thonsand strong. 

Through reelii^ heat-mists of the noon 
The totterii^ force to battle pants, 

And sees through the threaded forest soon 
The spectral camels and elephants. 
Where they wait our thousand strong. 

They move in life as we draw nigh, 
The gorgeous eastern plumage shakes, 

The tnlirahs flash, the banners fly, 

At once the imaged battle wakes 

Against bnt a thousand strong. 



hatxloce'b haboh. 

The aowara ctiarged in boiling TKves, 
Their feces black neath tnrbana white ; 

The sepoys plied their guns like slaves 

Beneath their bloody tyrant's sight, 

Who dreaded a thonsand strong. 

Their rapid volleys feU like hail ; 

In copse and tope they make their stand ; 
In vain, in vain ; — ihey nought avail 

When England meets them brand to brand, 
And charges, a tiiousaiid strong. 

On rolled t^ cloud of the Fusilien, 
The bayonet pointa gleamed sharp behiiid, 

LikQ the thunder cloud and the lightning spears, 

O'er the d»dly open they sped like wind 

With the mah of a thousand strong. 

The gunner fled firom his reeking gun. 
The horseman tamed his bridle ztaa ; 

The aowards feared their coming on. 
They shuddered at the pibroch strain, 
And iha cheer of a thonaand strong. 

The day was won ; but woe the sight 
That turned the victor's eye to gloom ; 

The station in its bloody plight, 
The witness of a bloody doom. 

Oh, the sobs of a thoasasd strong I 



'" HAVELOCK'S MAEOH. 

They came to seek the li-ring there ; 

They foand the dead aD fiwhly slain. 
The ahamblea fonl with blood and hair. 
The weU which choking coipses stain : 
Too late were the thousand strong. 

Then wept the iron men who ne'er 
Had shrank from peril of the foe ; 

While throngh the night with, saddened care 
The bttiial trainB with torehes go 
In sight of the thousand strong. 

The dead they buried ont of sight, 
A vengefdl oath they deeply swore ; 

They Huumod their ranis, and sternly bright 
Wonnd bota the station of Cawnporo 
On the march of a thonsand strong. 

Into the country deep they plunge, 

O'er the wide river into Onde, 
O'er the thrioe-fiMight field of BasserDtg&Bge 

They thrice their deE^terate path renewed 
On the march of a thooaand strong. 

At length above the level waste 

They saw lair Lsoknow's towfiM arise ; 

Where still was Bngland's lion raised, 

Though forty thoosand enemies 

Awaited a thousand strong. 



hatilooe'b XAaOB. 

They brake theb ^mj through the Alombagh, 
And nought irithstood their fierce asBanlt ; 

The Oharbagh trembled with the war ; . 

From street to street the banners vault 

In the msh of a tbonBand atrang. 

Hftvelook leada them, Ontram leads. 
True knight and noble general ; 

Th^ aim restrains, their bri^t steel speeds. 
Their Toice is as the tnunpet's caQ 
At the head of a thoosand strong. 

The goal the; songht was &r aloof, 
Deep pitfalls seamed their narrow road, 

Thiek poured the shot firom wall and roof, 
The son's dread arrows w«nt abroad ; 
On, on mshed the thousand strong. 

Then Neil, the lion-hearted, fell ; 

No greater name, nor more revered ; 
Bat Maude his battering gons plied well. 

And still the levelled bayonets cleared 
The path of the thonsand strong. 

TIs o'er : the etnutened ganiaon 

From darksome coimtermine hsth sprung. 

From rending bastion, reeking gun ; 
'While sobs, the rescued ones among, 
Each man of the tbooaand strong. 



12 HATBLOGE'S KABCH. 

Alt, who shall tell the meetJDg when 
The glorione deed was all aohieved : 

English women, babes, and men. 

From death and more than death reprieved,-^ 
These greeted the thousand strong. 

Havelock, noble dj^iug ohief, 

Thy triumph and thy grave were here : 
Thy triomph swift, thy days were brief ; 

Cold sank tlie hero on his bier. 

The chief of a thonBaad strong. 

Bdhsed his feeble &ame to blench. 

While toil or peril was to do ; 
The work aehiered the flame did qnenoh ; 

No more sufficed the brare, the tme, 
The chief of a thoosand strong. 

They bnried him where eveimore 
His gloiy might behold bis grave ; 

Who won the crown, the cross who bore ; 
The oriental trees o'erwaTe 

The cluef of a tbonaand strong. 

Havelook, nobler name than thine 

Not anywhere does England own : 
Fati^oe and Tirtae both entwine 

Thy bwly grave so &r and lone, 
Oreat chief of a thonsand strong. 



HiniLOOK'B HIEOB. 

We rear tke momunental ahriue, 
A Dutiou'e heart each homage craved ; 

Bat nobler momuaents are thine, 
The shattered foe, the eitj saved, 
The taora of a thousand strong. 

Havelock, nobler name than thine 
Doth storied England nowhere emt ; 

^tienee and virtue intertwine 
Aronnd thy grave so &r and lone, 

Chief, chief of a thooaand strong. 
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Hb had oome back from Christ ; 
His neighbonTB watched him eittiiig tbere 
Quiet and clothed ; bat if perchance 
Upon him fall a donbtfdl gkinoe, 
He rose and aat away, or Bhook 
With tronbled look. 

Beside the door he eat ; 
The hoasehold taakg within were plied ; 
The Galilean sea and ehoie 
In the deep distance purpled o'er, 
Before him rose in prospect vide 
At eTentide. 

The iranba in terraces 
Bock-hewn beyond the lake arose ; 
The creeping waters came more near, 
A I^t mist wrapped the snr&ce dear 
fVherein the swine were choked, with those 
Hie demon foes. 
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Bqrond the water's edge 
Gleamed one wliite lintel of a tomb ; 
Beneath it yairoed a deadly gap 
Of shade that did the entrauee wrap ; 
Upon no ^e Bave his might loom 
That gleam and gloom. 

'Twas there (hat he had heen 
When he could take no note of time. 
But felt the pTeBsnre pant on pant 
Of all earth'B hars of adamant 
Ahont him, nor coold leap and climb, 
Bat lay in slime. 

The while they kept him cold, 
BenselesH and dnmb and deaf and blind ; 
Nor tasted he, nor heard, nor smelt, 
Nor light nor warmth of nature felt ; 
For all the fiends had so combined 

A gain a t. >iia niind. 

'Twas there that fiist he found 
In pain the sense of life, a spark 
Of manhood, a resisting spot, 
A thought which conld aver that not 
For ever shonld his world be dark : 
And he did mark 
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Tbe wicked work of fioida ; 
And mftniMwHy straggled then ; 
And in that little light of dawn 
He grew to loathe the hellieh spawn, 
And ghastly from hie lonesome den 
Leaped forth on men 



Q hy a tomb, 
A snake among the rocka he was 
To wriggle down the fiBsons there. 
And nakedly to stmt and stare,. 
And spring on whosoe'er ahoold pass, 
Though bound with brass. 

'Twas there that he had seen 
A second self beside him clash 
The brazen fetters on him bound. 
And langh and shriek and leap aionnd. 
And sharp stones in his own flesh dash. 
Pitiless, rash. 

Upon that oountotance 
He saw malicious fiends enact 
Their fanes, twist a human form 
As it had been a tortured worm ; 
Yell blaspbemieH thrai^ organs racked 
In tiie fool fact. 
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'TwaB tteK that he had met 
HIb Healer comiag &om the ship 
After the teiapeat on the hike : 
Thoogh no niMi there his way might take. 
The Twelve were there : he thought; to leap 
Like wolf on sheep. 

All fear Boiprised him then ; 
For madness tamed to terror there ; 
Peered horribly Ms head erect 
A moment, and the step he checked 
Still held his limln, and in tiie air 
His stronff hands bare. 

Held out his shattered chains : 
A m^t; spasm his body tore ; 
His eyes shot ont a bnrsting glare ; 
His voice died oat, and wide his hair 
Flamed upward, ere the damp oonld soar 
From each wide pore. 

For what had happened then ? 
What pong convalsed each fiiriooB limb ? 
Christ spake ; and with His voice did pierce 
That maddened heart exceeding fierce ; 
And at the word came forth from him 
TheSatanim. 
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I aiAXD alona ; the votive crowd is gone 

From the wide streetB, the courta, the temple door ; 
And I pursue in thought with wonder flown 
Ihrongh the dosed iaie, along the darkened floor, 
The horror folded in 
By those vast valves, the thing of sin, 
The Fagod sitting dark within, 
To whom the myriads how ; my demon foe ; 

To whom each man that might the passage win 

Through those fell portals, dancing forth did show 

To the wild crowd without, a face 

Of leaden hue, a rapturous gaze 

In his set eyeballs that did blaze. 

And shrieked for fire, or thorny leaves did chew ; 

Or gnawed a writhing serpent by the tail ; 
Or npon pointed swords bia body threw, 
While his black^Iimbs shone with imperrions mail 
_0f rigid mnaclej then the fit 
Left him, and weak and wild of wit 
The shaking creatine there did sit. 
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ST. THOUAB Qt QISIA. 7S 

So grefit the power that doth the demon aim ; 

And I in Tain each day encounter it ; 
Each daj I see again the myiiad swaim 

Of worahippen all passionate, 

Blindly, marrelbnsly elate, 

Self-crnel, leaping to their fate. 

Fnnu prorinceB and realms afar they cmne. 

Not seeking life bat death ; ah, Thoti didst stay 
Tbe crowds about thy Oalilean home 
With other oomibrt in thy holy day, 
My Uaster, when thy hand 
The sick man raised and hade him stand. 
And demons fled at thy command. 
They come, they flow unto this temple rast, 

Led on by soToeriea, a frantic band, 
In bratal transformation, mad, aghast, 

Throngh dost and heat and tiilrst they pant. 
They jape, they danoe, they shriek, they rant. 
Each man a braying hierophant. 

The wiinklad &ne receives them with a grin 

Of serpent canning, so it Beems to me ; 
One after one entranced they pass within 
Its jaws enonnoiu of dark sorcery : 

And still it waits them, larking still 
In the deep caverns of the hill 
In which 'tis hewn by demon skill ; 
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/ Like ooimtless lizard feet its pillars small 

I Beem almost creeping witk an evil will, 

Each of them is a moimtain's pedestal ; 

For it has made the moimt its lair, 

And thnmgh the livii^ rock doth wear 

Its path malign by vault and stair. 

And all the fiBsnred faces of the rocks 

Arerongh with ecnlptnres wildl; intricate 
Of hideons gods, wherein are lodged the flocks 
Of sacred birds and apes ; and ronnd the gate 
Bum the cane creSHets, hang the swings. 
The flesh-books and the bloody strings 
In which the tortured body swings. 
What time the fiuy reacheth to iia height. 

And the low throbbing dram incessant sings, 
And madding dins the maniac throng excite 
To anfol rites of blood and Inst, 
Till in the heat the very dnst 
Is laid with murderaos holocaust. 

Ah, how shall it be ended ? Wonder grows 

To mark the working of the demon's might : 
Bat greater wonder at the sign which shows 
This darkness to be smUbwed np of light. 
Master, I comprehend 
Through the deep comfort then dost send, 
The great beginnii^B of the end; 



ST. THOMAS IH INDIA. 

For thie am I thy feeble instroment ; 

What boots it dow to reaaon ? Thoa doat rend 

Tba he&Tena in working out thine own intent : 

Thj beams shall qnench the sBT^e flame, 
Tby love the savage might shall tame. 
This people shall confess thy name. 

Y«a, I who doubted once may doubt no more, 

Albeit I stand alone believing Thee 
Of all the millions of this mighty shore ; 
What I have heard and seen snffioeth me. 
I saw thy sacred head among 
The swaying waves of Salem's throng. 
When Thoa didst pass to death along 
The steep ascending street : alone wast Thon ; 

Alone am I ; yet 'tis my joyfol song 
That thoa, oh Lord, art with thy servant now : 
I cast my life in jeopardy, 
I welcome death as victory, 
I shall declare thy truth and die. 
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J(W. I TOOK His Body from the tree, 
Wrapped it in linen decently, 
And many times I bent my knee 
Befoie I buried him. 

Nk. I took of aloee and of myrrh, 
That I might aid thee to inter 
That Holy Thing in Bepnlchre ; 
We were two Nethenim. 

Jos. I had a eepnlchre of stone, 

Wherein afore waB bnried none : 
In thia I laid Him all alone ; 
The stone did many seal. 

Nic. I stood a&r when in my sight 

The oroases rose upon the height. 

And fretted with their forms the li( 

Above the dreadfal hill. 
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JOBBPS OP ASIHATHBA AHD NICODElCnS. 

Jm. I am a noble ootmsellor, 

Ood's kingdom have I mtited for, 

Bat was not of the comiBel, nor 

After the deed of them. 



Nic. A nJer of the Jews am Z ; 
And Hia disciple secretly ; 
I pleaded that He ehoold not die 
Before the Sanhedrim. 



Jbi. Biobes have I in Arimaihy, 
For it is said in prophecy 
That He amoi^ the rioh shonld die : 
That prophet I fal£l. 



Nie. Throe years afore I came by night 
To visit Him, who did invite 
The weary to a bnrden light. 
And all the eick did heal. 



. I was within the temple when 
He sconrged away the throng of men : 
It was at the beginning then 
Of all TTJH ministry. 
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JOSEPH OF ABIHATHBA AND KICODSUUS. 

Nie. I learned His doctrine in my mind, 
Wa kingdom, that shonld be confined 
To thoae of water and of wind 
Naw-bom by mystery. 



Jim. And I remember and can tell, 

Wten He the temple pnrged so well, 
How many said that Israel 

Did now their king possess. 



Nic. That king should be, He said to me, 
Raieed not on throne bnt on the tree. 
As Uoses made the serpent be 
Raised in the wilderness. 
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Eabth, sad earth, thon roameBt 
Through the day and night ; 

Weary Vith the darkness, 
Weaiy vith the light. 

Clouds of hanging ja^meut. 
And the cbnd that weeps lor m 

Swell above the mountain, 
Strive above the sea. 

But, Bad earth, then knowest 

AH my love for thee ; 
Therefore then dost welcome 

The dond that weeps for me. 
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Thk wind, li&e miat of purple grain, 
Ariees o'er the Arab plain ; 
StiuigB eonetellatioiiB flashing soar 
AltOTo the dreadfol Boreal shore. 

But nerer pnrple clond I see 

Bvelling above immeufdty ; 

And never galaxy doth peer 

Through the thick mistB that wrap me h 

Hard is the way, shut ia the gate, 

And life is in a narrow strait. 

Onoe only did my soul aspire 

To scale tiie Orient dropping fire ; 

Onoe only floated in the ways 

Of heaven apart from earthly haze : 

And then it was a foolish sool, 

And knew not how the heavens do t<^. 



:Biii5dj,G00glc 



aChe $i^mt 4 th^ iSpber^. 



Bt the sbu'b imdiflte car, 
By the ydllow-&ced moon ; 

By the magu of each star, 
'We may find thee yerj eoon. 

Thou art light taii thou art free, 
And to live ngoiceth tiiee 
Wliere the splendonrs greatest; be. 

By the flaming zodiaci 

By the cloud that looms with fire, 
By the fierce equator's track, 

Thou art found to oar desire. 

Xhon a aeraph art to go 
All nndaontedto and £ro 
Where the fiercest ardonrs glow. 
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By ihe butterflies that fold 
Little weaiy wings in sleep, 

Ere tlie mrwn is nuide of gold. 
We perceive thy presence deep. 

Thou an angel art, and well 

It sa£ceth thee to dwell 

In the smalleet creature's cell. 

By the burnished beech that spreads 
Shining leaves in snnuner's hour. 

By the thktle's dancing heads, 
We may see thy lovely power. 

Thon a spirit art most sweet, 
And to make all life complete 
Everywhere thon hast thy seat. 
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Ih tottering row, like shadows, silentl; 

The old pier-timbeis straggle from the sea ; 

Strained in old etonuB hy those wild navea that creep 

So gently now, no longer do they keep 

The pier that on them rested long ago, 

Bnt stand as driven pilea in tottering row. 

The sky sails downward, upward creeps the wave. 

For conntlesa cloads toward the son's bright grave 

Move onrionsly with grey and miaty wing ; 

So thickly all the sky environing, 

That only by one pale bright spot is known 

Where still the snnken light is upward thrown, 

And lately sank the weaiy king of day : 

Still on the aands below in stealthy play 

Arise the billows of the nightly tide ; 

Each with its own clear layer doth override 

The spreaded calm where its last brother rolled ; 

Esch npon other rippling draws the fold 

Of its thin edge along the soaked sand. 

And stirs the spongy foam 'twizt sea and land, 

And lifts the dark waifs higher on the shore. 

Yet in this qoietness resides the roar 

Of ocean floods ; one rising of that wind. 

And those slow oloads woold leave the night behind 

In bitter clearness ; those cold waves woold roll 

In snarling billows white. So of the sool. 
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A tojiot of light divides on either hand 
The darkuesB of the olondi and of the l&nd, 
Low-etretched boiosb the sky, like jellow sand ; 



Like yellow sand npon the billowy shore ; 
Of all the snnset there remains no more, 
The sand is threatened by the breaker's roar. 



:Biii5dj,G00glc 



ghg Strth of Spotta. 



Thb east beg&n to brighten ; aweetl; grave, 

Its gre; difiiiuon rippled like a wave 

The dark e^iectant cbnds above the hill, 

And severed light from darkneas : riaing stilli 

A secret influence moved apon the dark, 

A Inoid chasm the interval did mark 

Between the hill-top fringe with its trees 

And the dtf k vast above : the bitter breeze 

Wrong some sad tears from those soft elonds that bung 

Above that ehasm, for thwe they wonld have obmg, 

Bnt ooold not live within the spreading ray, 

Whioh pr^ed npon them as they moved away. 

AH else was darkness down the steep hill-gide, 

AH throngh the valley to the shore beside 

Writhing Jjatona's hermitage of grief ; 

Soaroe one wild gleam could give the sea relief, 

Or make the barsb foam whiten on the shore : 

Bnt in a little while, as more and more 

The dawning grew, her weary eye eosM see 

How in the night the grey oloads stonily 
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Had built the vaolt of hesTen ; the shaggy slope 
Was rolled in forest ; and the rays did grope, 
Passing o'er midway trees with sleepy heads 
And orowniog them with fire, amid the beds 
Of the wide valley, where cold Ni^t was liud 
Deep-drenched with veepisg mists that stdll obeyed 
Her fitinter wand ; bnt soon all spectral pale 
I^ey toBsed convnlsed, and more and more did &J1, 
And 'gan to vanish wreatliedly away 
With hectic hoes, wild shapes, and rolling play. 
In one H^rn scene with radiance inTohed ; 
And now the splendour all the air diBsolved, 
Tbe morning overspread the moaning sea. 

It was a dawn aa sacred as might be 
Before some change in nature's ministers, 
Wbile shuddered on their seats the ancient peers 
Of day and night ; a dawn to hail the birth 
Of some new wonder in the heavens and eaiih ; 
A solemn gathering of older things 
Ere transformation ; waving of wide wings 
Of eyas gods ; expectance, donbt, snspense, 
^tigex surprise, the thrilling of the sense 
Of nature's moltitades of all the powers 
That mle her awfol courts through all her honrs. 
And lo, where mighty Neptone rises, he 
Of dark-green locks, seen on the foamy sea. 
Holding his trident and the iron reins 
That cnrb bia wallowing steeds through ocean's plains, 



THE BIBTH OF APOLLO. 

'Tis he who roamB the isles ; he, who did root 
The floating island for Latona's foot i 
Now he is gone : and lo, where Iris now 
Binds her light fillet upon Typhou's brow, 
And vanishee ; see Niobe's dear tears 
Drop like the rain, and like the gleam appears 
Aglaia's smile : all these and many more 
Move, like a crowd aroond aa open door, 
Coming and going with an eager gaze 
Abont the wonder which ite course delays : 
It shall delay no roore ; the accomplisbment 
Shall give them all to rapture and content ; 
And in the clonds all-hidden Artemis 
Her brother of the golden bow shall kiss. 

There lay Latona 'neath the bending tree. 
The Eremite of patience, constantly 
The watcher of the daybreak, who had seen 
Nbe moms of travail, lying so between 
The reckless sea and shaggy monntain shore : 
As many mouths its load her body bore, 
So many days she felt the pang severe ; 
So that her father in the nether sphere 
Of Tartarus, 'neath the all-receiving host. 
Hades, had rent with yells the brazen coast, 
Iiabonring with rage to know her torment ; he 
Ccens the Titan ; thas convnlsively 
The central deep was tronbled at the birth. 

Bnt gentle forms there were npon the earth, 
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W&tching the mother ; Uieee her Histeis mi^itj, 

Dione, Rhea, Themis, Amphitrite, 

Who stood around with comforts ; yet the; fonr 

A look of melaneholy foresight wore, 

For they were oome from Titan hnsbands pent 

Beneath the light in endlesa 'piisonment, 

And who had ntteied groaning prophecies. 

That now a new nsnrper should arise 

To keep their old dominion in snspensei 

And more confine their pallid infinenoe ; 

Another, from that foted kindred oome. 

Which gave its life by pitifbllest doom 

To its displacera : mnch remorsefal blame 

Had those grave goddesses before they came, 

Becanse they erer did descend to love 

The cmel brotherhood of jonnger Jove. 

And yet not willingly, not willingly 

Had they for love foregone their sovereignty, 

Not willingly betrayed the older race ; 

But so was it to be ; the old gave place. 

Though great and beantifril they were, to new, 

Greater, more beantifnl ; it mnst ensne 

In the world's progress ; and the old most yield 

And settle them in peace, though many a field 

Of Titan battle be remembered still, 

And many a groan at present wrong and ill 

Shall echo through the caverns of the spheres, 

CalL'ng the vacant peace of olden years. 
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Ah, voe ifl me, Dioue thonglit, that e'ei 
The wanton Cytherea I did bear : 
Ah, voe is me, thongbt Themli, that I bore 
The aharp and {dnching Fates, and many more 
That prey npon the empire old aiid large : 
Ah me, thought Bhea, for I am the marge 
From whom the new deBtraotion did begin ; 
I was the nurse of all that orael kin, 
I rraooed them, and for my recompense 
They hurled old Saturn &om his eminence. 
And Amphitnte thought of Neptune's ecom 
When first from her rough Triton was new-bom, 
And drove his mother from the sunny waves 
To harbour with old Nereus in his oaves. 

And now, Latona, that new dynasty 
ThroDgh thy long travail shall eompleted be ; 
Full grondenr shall Olympos soon have won 
Joined by the golden aspect of thy son : 
All-lone Latona, safe art thon beneath 
The Delian pabn-tree from the poisonous breath 
Of dragon Python by fierce Juno sent 
To drive thee thron^^ tiie homeless oontinent : 
And Iris hath the gentle soother brought. 
Who waits on birth, whom, full t^ evil thoi^ht. 
The eroel June kept bo long away. 
Now shall the hour of birth no more delay. 
The birth of him who from his very birth 
Was the nniter of the heavens and earth. 
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Th€ birth-honr came, and her the birth-pang took ; 
And Boou the goddess with a mortal look 
Beheld her eon ; and soon the goddeseeB 
With shrilly cries pressed round her nnrsing knees, 
Beholding him ; jet wonder changed to awe 
E'en in those heaTon-hom, 'whereas they saw 
The wondrons li^t about each bahy limh. 
Anon in TestnreB delicate and trim 
They wrap him ; bnt, behold, the swaddling hands 
Held not his swelling heart, with mighty hands 
He rends them off, and rising to his feet 
Stands forth fiill-grown in deity complete. 
HiB dreadful arrows rattled at his side, 
His lyre was in his hands ; with royal stride 
He left them, passing to the continent. 
Or soarii^ skyward with divine ascent. 
And joined Olympns ; from his very birth 
The great nniter of the heaven and earth. 

For he shall be the golden king of day, 
And he o'er Lycia and Uceonia 
And all the isles shall mle ; and wander &r 
With golden hymns among the tribes that are 
Most wretched without poetiy and song. 

And many a cavern shall he hold amot^ 
The widely severed nations, where shall spring. 
Like fonnts of gloom, the shadows following 
The shapes of shafts and colnioned walls that spread 
Into the gathered roof high OTeriiead : 
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Where Jore'e detvaes 'from oat the fragntnt Srea 

The vehement fiophet, "whom the god inqnes. 

Shall ntter ; but none eke ehall eatt» there, 

Kone with wrapped month and steafth; iootBt^ dne 

To pry mthin, lest .madnesa him oonBnmei 

And he die shrieking in the hollow gloom, 

Intoxicate with pain ; for deity 

go qnickly Tengefol shall .none otiher be. 

And he shall sing of beant; wondronsly, 
That all ^ir things nmj leani how &ir they 'be : 
And Teiy trath in his deep eye ahall pierce, 
For he shall know the bonndleas nniveTse. 

And he shall bend his golden arrows keen 
Against offence ; ibr by the gods is seen, 
And grasped with mighty spiritnal hands, 
And slain, that eril thing which ever stands 
Abstract, impalpable to mortal sense. 
Known by its bittemesa, and named offence, 
ni) pain, woe, blame, grief, hate, doabt, dread, death, 

shame : 
Ah, we have named it by snch other namei 
Bnt Tiamiiig heals not : 'tis a phantom dart, 
A ghostly hand that grasps the very heart. 
An ice-wind that congeals the veiy life : 
And we avail not in nneqnal strife ; 
Bnt the immortal gods with hands of might 
Dash the fell phantom from their b^llp of Hpht ; 
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And they tbiongh him shall aiA with gentleiiess 
The wretched luce that ever toils to dress 
The hollow earth which swallows them at last : 
They shall come down npou the broad sea-blast, 
Or in the mantling mist, with pity sweet : 
Because of him the gods with men shall meet. 
And Jove through him to earth shall kinder be- 
Thus joyed the earth in that nativity, 
Thus heaven reoeiTed him, from his hour of birth 
The great nniter of the heaven and earth. 
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The osprey of the shore resigned her reign 

Before the raven of the Btricken pkin, 

And she before the vulture of the hiUa ; 

So fer had Orphena travelled : now the rillB 

More freqnent glittered on the guttered clift. 

And he arrived the vast Tteuarian rift : 

AeroBB his path the rapid serpent shot, 

The briatling wolf with mouth all panting hot ; 

And now ho stood upon the mined baae 

Of Neptrmo's temple ; 'twas an awful place. 

Built long ago by men Cydopian, 

Now mouldered into ruin, waated, wan, 

Open to heaven, and beat by every atonn. 

There on the fn^menta lay the stony form 

Of the great monarch of green waves, beside 

A cavern deep, whose mouth his bulk did hide. 

Far stretched the desolate landscape from the height ; 

The nearer valleys hidden were from sight 

By many a ridge with dwarfish copses clad ; 

And from each hollow rieing white and aad 
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Tlie mist crept up from wtiera the ridges fell 

In parallels of miu toward the del] : 

The river with ita cold and irandermg Btream 

All suddenly to sink in earth did seem, 

AlthoD^ afkr its mazes serpeatrne 

Wound langnidlj and with pale gleam did shine, 

Where tliron^ the infirm plain it felt its way : 

And on the utmost botmd of aigM there laj 

What seemed the spectre of a city white ; 

Bnt ah, as even then the wanderer's sight 

Took comfort in the thoo^t that men were there. 

The clondy cheat is scattered into air ; 

And in a moment, lightning-franght, it sub 

TamnltnonB on the currents of the gales. 

Whence had he come, that wanderer ; seeking what. 
That lightning answered him ? Who kno^ not that ? 
Who knows not how among the dead he aonglit 
Enrydice the dead ? — With fiery thought, 
Jn answer to that burst of clondy fire. 
He grasps the chords of his compelling lyre. 
Draws in his hand, and flings upon the air 
The first of that wild harden of despair 
Where sorrow, angnish, pain, regret, became 
An incantation of fine force to tame 
Bmte nature, crossing JoTe, relentless Fate, 
Life to transmute, death to reanimate. 
Earth hath no more that magic ; sorrow's art 
Man long hath lost, thongh keeping sorrow's heart. 
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' And, as arose tiiat OrpHft Btnuiii began 
A wondrouB dew to fall aronnd tbe man. 
Seeming' as elemmit fbi bantumj, 
'Which the sweet mDaic Bonunoned from the aky-; 
Such elemental dew as mi^ oontain 
Tbe four priia»i»la in its purple grain ; 
Soft, aqueoDS-bodiedf with ignesaent gleaou, 
Toward earth it flnUeia and tbvoiigh air it teona : 
And as it thickened, the descending flash 
Invested all the earth ; ita ceaseless rash 
Hmnmed resolntely, till uprose a sense 
That nonght conld be ingwssiblo from benc8 
Which musiff or tJie sonl of low would see ; 
That wonders finm heno^rth had power to hev 
Nought incousisteiit, nought NpulmTo, nought 
Impossible, whioh man in mnsio soi^t. 
Ah, BO it still might be, ooold sorrow's suil 
Commingle with the nnivaiBBl whole : 
For then that sorrow, titat lai^ human dower, 
Which is the boat we keep, were made a power 
To win ns back oni heaven : but sorrow's art 
Man hath lost long ; he keeps iKit sorrow's heart. 

The mnsio ^ospered, growing stem and strEmge 
With thon^ts ot great mocesaions, thoo^ilB of change, 
Thou^ts about moonlit hills when shadows stuetoh, 
About wild fires that chase the panting wvetoh ; 
About grim splintered ioKets on old mounts ; 
Abont the sea ; about the otemal fonnts 
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Of light and darkneas ; Hi^^boTean tracta ; 

Riphoeau BunmutB ; Pontic cataracts ; 

ConcnHnons strange from iunard lalKtiirs brought 

Of mother earth, or ocean overwrought. 

Or bursting winds ; when seas have yielded j^aoe 

To earth, and islaude sank without a trace : 

Creation moved in answer to the vast 

Emotions of the mind on which 'tis massed. 

This was the lore of sorrow ; sorrow's art 

Man knows no more, thongh sorrow break his heart. 

Anon the inspired thought did deeper draw 
Upon the Boorces of eternal law ; 
And that was broitod on the thrilling strings 
Which lies beneath the nniverse of things, 
The nnity which is the base of all, 
Causing diversity with mystical 
Resemblance, which is troth : in each there is 
Conscience or self; tlie same in all is this ; 
This is eternal, this for aye inheres 
In trodden clods as in the rolling spheres. 
In beasts, in men, in gods ; this makes all one. 
Partakers of an awAil nnison, 
Which from an ever-brimming foimt of life 
Frocnreth peace in spite of hate and strife, 
And harmonizes, since all need must sway 
With the essential motion, need must stay 
With the eternal rest : nor bitter fate 
Can shatter, frastrate, force, nor alienate. 



That argoment of sonow iutd that art 

So more hath man; he hath hnt sottow'b heart. 

Bnt now a mighty moving waa began 
About that desert, oeath the shadowed Bon ; 
And preaentlj in a fontaBtio rout 
The creatoreB all enchanted came about ; 
The rabbit hR, his barrow ; from hie mound 
The bliad mole rolled, and cried upon the groond ; 
Large herds of deer toBsed their convicted heads ; 
Wild horses circled round ; the brakes, the beds 
Of silent underwood rustled and spako 
In various signs ; the sbtb was wide awake ; 
The very serpent left the covert's root, 
Advancing his homed head toward the late ; 
Her flank the stealthy wild- eat dared confide 
Uncovered, by the opeu.ibrest'B side. 
But what is this, when with prepared hand 
The minstrel smites, as with a tenfold wand. 
More maateiy, more magic, art than art 
More mighty, that hath turned e'en sottow'h heart 
To use of life against asurplng ill ? 
What is it that the very heavens dolh fill 
With Boond that doth entrance them like the light 
Of speeding suns, whose rippling lastre-flight 
Confounds the clonds in gloiy ? Is it now 
The tumult of the Becret's bubbling flow 
Which underliee the awful heart of things. 
Solving itself to those melodious strings ? 
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What is it thiit so bova the monntaiii down,. 
And the great tonat looks &xaa root to aam,. 
Wbioli bids trnthnndnmiB Hghiniup; eaae aod gt^ 
Like breath frwn tKe ebnd-lips wMeb hoyor eo^? 
For now be nnga of lore ; conld be jn'oceed, 
And name not bve, Ute imuoBt Efpitit's cueed. 
Who knew the heatt irf Borrow and Uie ait 2 
Therefore behold how heaven and earth dispart 
la momentary tbythm, when aonl and 8ense> 
With bhnd exixwaa d ecstasy intense 
Blended and interfused, avow tJunge aew 
Each for the other, eadi ia form and hue : 
And all the moving air, nitii giddiness 
Transported into light, dD& now ingress 
A wondions transfinmatiou on tiie eaztli : 
Vast-shaped shadows issae into birth 
At the still speeding at the silent winds. 
And oTeihang with pomp the many kinds 
Of fretted forest, monntain,. plain, below ;. 
Far off the land from heavoi's rich orerfloK 
Imbibes anial tints ; &r off the ligU 
Strikes into splendour distant ^n or bm^ ; 
Bat he, who Bfts his keen &oe vmHi the mt 
AniT heavy onrtaiBS of tbti sky o'Ncast, 
While from the chords his darii^; hand hfl atays^ 
Expects the ctmsammation of ama&e. 
The sorrowing marvel of the solved skies. 
A cold wind passes ; and fierce s]u>aka. aniprise 
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Those alow BnbHmitlM ; a radiant flood 
Of light sqtemal bnrsta o'er Iiill and wood, 
And smites the eyeballa of that lifted hoo. 

Now might be gain the heaven, now might raise 
Himself on piniona of eternal jonth ; 
The latitude, the amplitnde of tmth 
He might for ever now achieve, made nigh 
To those sereoer regions of the sky 
Above all change, where no time-dond doth sail. 
Bat an etenial zephyr waves the veil 
Of ohangeTesB aznre, and earth's days return, 
Like a faint blush below ; ah, he might leara, 
Eternal joy and stiUness. Shall he bo ? 
Far other destiny doth Iiove beetow 
Upon the children whom he honours most : 
For at that mightf moment, whan the coast 
Of heaven he might in ecstasy attain, 
Yawns the dread oave wherein the dead nomaia ; 
The sea^god's statue, like a giant bole 
Uprooted, leaps from ont the ohamel-hole; 
And Love, the exaUer, ia the aonunoner 
To places all with writhing dutdes astir ; 
A peal of groans oomes ringing on his eas, 
And the distress&l fiirrows toss with fear. 
And he descends ; whom not all sorrow's ast 
Could ransom fo)m the pangs of sorrow's hearL 
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Thod who dost Bet the prop to crooked anns 

Of apple-treea that labour with their store ; 
Who givest Bonshine to the neetllng farma 

Along the Tslley, that their roo& may pore 
More placidly apon the open sky ; 
Then who doet bid the poplars swii^ so high 

Throngh thy sweet breath, and ponrest rostling wavea 
Of air along the forest-fledged hill ; 

Who by the shore dost froth the ocean caves 
With green translucent billows, ooming still 
Till the clear reeis and hollows sob and thrill ; 
Imperial smoiner, thou art nigh ; 
Girer of sweetness, then art come ; 
JUagician of the sonl's melodious gloom, 
Whisperer of heaven, great qneen of poesy. 

I see thee lead the weeping morning up, 

That thy bright ann may kks away her tears ; 

I see thee drench thy moon in dewy cnp, 
Whioh from the roses Hebe evening bears ; 
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High in the heaTen is set thy Bmonldering tower 
Of cloudy natch for many a noontide hour ; 

Whence thoa descendest on the uuBty vale 
Far off, and in green hollowB all thine own 

leanest thy brow, for loving langnor pale. 
While some sweet lay of love is let alone, 
Or Bome sweet whisper dies away onhnown : 
Then with the sanset thoa dost rise. 
And momuftilly doet mark 
Thy softening clonda enbdned into the dark, 
The shutting of thy flowers, and thy bereaved skies. 

Yet thon mnst &de, sweet nnrse of budded bonghs ; 

Thy beaaty hath the tenderness of death ; 
Thy fickle aim is riding from thine honse ; 

Thy perieot folness waits for withering breath : 
Already, see, the broad-leaved ^camore 
Drops one by one his hononra to the floor : 

For his wide mouths then canst no longer find) 
Poor mother that thou art, the needfiil food ; 

The air doth less abonnd with nectar kind ; 
And soon his brethren of the prosperoas wood 
ShaU paler grow ; thoa shalt be sallow-hned. 
Mother, too soon ; dies too 
The aspiration thoD hast sent, 
The thrilling joy, the sweet content 
That live with trees so green and heavens so blue. 
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HiB ioiole npon the frozen boQgti 

Stem winter banga, where Inuig ihs leaf ttamnrz 

Id soft diSdsion diaOi &a morning creep 

Along" tbs dondsd beSTen from mound to monnd^. 

So faint and wan, the woods are still asleep, 

And p^lid ihadowB Rcaecalj^ mark tiie granndi 

Then oomea the thonghi,. Alas that sammar diss; 
Alas that jonth sbonldmelanoholT^grow 
In waning hours, aai lose the aIohemi»B 
That make its thiokeat clonds with gold to glow I 

Bnt what hast thon to do,. 

Whose BonI is strong, with time ? What oaose haet 

thoa 
To watch the flitting years leave bare the bough 
Of life's &ir tree, as yondw hongh is left 
Unbononred and bereft 
To wave unheeded in the ashen sky : 
Stem qiiiit, tlion oanst feel 
Eternal pinions grow with ner?es of steel 
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To ving thee on U^ Aigbt ; 

And eyes of yiHun tnie 

And rewhitflly blight 

To aid thee in th« trad thon moat 701000 

^th inatiuot'Siffe and ezpectstioii liigh. 

60 rather la the dabions yaaxa which iptft 

Manhood from youth, jofleots the Tary hsait 

How Bmftll the loea that periiflifld 'with the iirf* 

That waB its prime. 

What has been lost gave hopes and fears 

That shook tnmnltQuy spears 

Beside the desolate fonnt of tears 9 

What has been lost saTS beating ears 

That sought for pruse in aU the tides of air. 

And throst npon the trembling heart despair, 

Secanae they gathered ooldoess, scoff, and scom ; 

Save sorrow desperately forlorn : 

What, save vain thoaghte-^at-stioTe in trembling donbt 

To wander all the nniverse aboot, 

The woods, the fields ; and in an airy ring 

To compass oTerything ? 

fiat now 'tie sweet to know that whatsoe'er 

The lot may he the cold stars hid thee share, 

One ember plncked from dying yonth 

Shall ever horn, and that is — ^Noble Tmth. 

Unto the sonl that upward still hath striven 

Shall Noble Truth reveal herself from heaven : 
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This Bhall snryiTe and be a liTing sboot 
Fiom which the dead earth fells, and gloriona frnit 
Shall spring &om this : and still thoa laajat behold 
How divine sabalance lietb anderneath 
The many forms of life, the dast of death : 
And Poeti;, that woudrons thing, doth monld 
Itself aroond the meaneat thing that is ; 
Olinging, lihe music in an echoing cave, 
Bomtd what were dismal else ; with eqoal kiss 
Touching the gilded ^raut and his slaye. 
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yfuAt are the dreams of yontb, 
Wliile alt 18 yet unknown ; 
Tlie bittemees, the rath 
With which the world doth groan ; 
The cares that weigh lilie atone, 
And fretftil pangs nncoath. 

Then all ie chained ; beboM 
The gloomy fiend, the minister of ill, 
Who hannteth human life 
In shapeB as manifold 
As there are joys, or promises of joy ; 
Who hath as many stJngB wherewith to kill 
As there are happy craatnrea to destroy. 
Asd hath he power to wound 
That concord with hia etrife, 
That harmony, that ooufidenoe 
la which divinoBt youth is lapped ; to chill 
That eroItBition fine, 

That rapture of the sense ? 
With sweat of agony 
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To bov tliat forehead to the groimd 
WMch should be lifted to the gentle air, 
And bathed in nature's soft serenity ; 
Serenit)r divine 
Of influences fiur ?. 

Yes, even so it is ; 

Despondency and fear 
Qaa limit all the aoope, culail the bliss : 

Or bitter care to dross 

Can tnm each golden ytat ; 

Or penniy mokes bare 

Her lean and threatening aim, 
Tuning with sorest pangs all gun to loss ; 

Like a dissolvii^ charm, 

That learea a vretch forlorn 
In some fool sorceress' bosom lying 

Whom he hod deemed most fiur'; 

With spasm the wretch is dying ; 
His dream did not hie life ootlast'; 

The while a. palsy wind 

Shakes the green ■wooA behind. 

And yet life's visionBi^'paftjnay'be 
Preserred, Bympaiby, by thee : 
Bweet goddess, gentle child 
Of hearen, eister of bve, 
Distilling in the spirit 

c.,i.iL-j„Googlc 



bihfathy: as odx. ] 

Thine own sweet manna from above 
Bare and mild : 

Dispelling by th; power 

The fiends Out darkly lower 
O'er the chaotic scene of human strife ; 
The fiends that did from curses old inherit 

The power to make the earth nneartUy, 

And gender phantoms of vacnity 
Upon the hideons seniblauces of life. 

'What, if the sea hi off 
Do make its endlesa moan ; 
What, if the forest flroe 
Do wail alone ; 
And the white olonds soar 
Untroced in heaven from the horizon ehcxe ? 
What, if all nature's mystery 
Ear cannot hear, eye cannot see, 
While men with mntoal BeOS', 
Tortured and tortnring, wage 
From broken youth to hideoos age, 
A hellish war on one another's peace ? 
No reed that's shaken with the wind need wa 

Qo ont to see ; 
Nor lean an aching ear npon the shore 

To listen for the ocean's roar : 
Nay, shonld the havoc and the strife increase, 
And drag as downward to the core 
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Of the fool battle, thou, oh Ooddess, thou, 

DiviiieHt Sympathy, canst eTermore 

Send gisnd remembntnoe to the brow 

Of ebapes long worshipped in the green 

Poetic world, and eveimore 

Send whiBpOTB of the gloriee all nnseen, 

So that the common walks of life do soar 

Into wide basnted grot, and dim receding abore. 

And deep the meaning tbon canst abow 
In that which seemeth sad and base ; 
More tragic then if pompous : see 
The squalid crowd that lines yon alley low i 
Irradiate by thy light, oh Sympathy, 

They're spirits than Prometheus grander. 
Furies more awfdl than Tiaipboue ; 
And mightier issues in their pale looks glow 
Than ever were in fkble read ; 
While gaunt and fierce they wander 
Along the dingy street for daily bread. 
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Thbouos pit; for the world I scarcely feel 

Qieat poetry to have a charm for me : 
From thaaght am I called off by oiowds that reel 

Along the frozen streeta in penury : 
The in&nt with its soft and chilly hands 

Books nourishment amid dishonouring rags ; 
The pauper man in desolation stands : — 

And this increases so, the soul it drags 
From meditating in the fiiir domain 

Of all the glorioos past of thought and man. 
My heart is down ; my pinions strive in vain ; 

Great poetry not now their plumes will tan. 
Ah, who can glory in poetic pages, 
^Fhere Ufa with want its bitter batUe wages ? 
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As mn the nreie on through shade and smt, 

As flow the honra of time through day and night, 
As throagh her swelling year the earth lolls on. 

Each part in alternation dark and light : 
So rolls and flows with more prodigions change 

The homan destiny ; in gloom profound 
And horror of great darkness, or made stisnge 

By sudden light that shines from hearen around : 
Now in it works a &te iuopportnne. 

Deadly, malicious ; now the mortal scene 
Smiles comforted with some eternal boon. 

And blood ia turned to dew of roseate sheen : 
But whether weal or woe, life onward flows : 
Whither, oh, whither ? Hot an angel knows. 
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These is a sonl above the eonl of eaeh, 

A mightder Bool, whicb yet to each belonga : 
There is a sonnd made of all human epeeoh, 

And nimieiOQH aa the couconne of all aonga : 
And in that Bonl lives each, in each that BOol, 

Though all the ogee oie its lifetime vast ; 
Each Bonl that dies, in ita most eacred whole 

Receiveth life that shall for ever last. 
And thus for ever with a wider span 

Htunanity o'erarches time and death ; 
"MfTi mtTi elect the aniTersal man, 

And live in life that ends not with his Iffeath, 
And gather glory that inoieaseth still 
Till Time his gloss with Death's last dost shall fi 
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I OBiBTR not &t the thought of pun, 

I wear no eye of gloom, 
Though with the haltmg fimeTal train 

I stand beside the tomb ; 
And in the fading of earth's light 

My torch becomes a phime. 

Besides the perished form do 1 

Preserring balms inter ; 
I bum the costly epiceiy 

Of roBemary and myrrh ; 
I bind abont my happy brow 

The ever-dnring fir. 

Upon the lullock of the grave 

I plant the living sod ; 
Each atom of earth's dnst I save 

To be retomed to Qod : 
There is an angel great and dread 

In each revered clod. 
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Wabriorb camp, 

Horses champ, 
Deep battalions onward tramp ; 

And the war 

Froma&r 
Gathers under lurid star. 

Boiled and marshalled it shall be 
Into battle's mystoi; ; 
Bank on seined rank shall press, 
Danntless, oeaselesa, nnmberless. 

All aronnd 

Shall the aound 
Of the iiuions strokes rebound ; 

Far away 

O'er the fray 
Shall the sword in lightning play : 
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And the battle's dniit; veil 
Mingled with the cbnd shall aul. 
And the bleeding vam<a mnat 
Make his shroud of bsttle dust. 

Far afield 

Shall my shield 
Flame behind the sword I wield : 

Few shall stand 

Where the brand 
Smiteth in my heayy hand. 



CM,;l-J>C00>^IC 



4 ganpktng.* 



A LOTS too uracil concealed, too little known, 
May lead bnt to the grave ; as j& sliall own 
Who con vith me this simple history. 

There lived vrithin the bounds of Danphinjr 
In ancient times a noble gentleman. 
Whose Mr renown through all the coontij ran 
For gentle valour and sweet ooartesy : 
Bat though renowned, alas, not rich was he. 
This gentleman long loved a demoiselle 
Of wondrous beauty, whom they named La Belle ; 
She was of lordly house and high estate ; 
And he, albeit his passion was eo great, 
Too modestly did love to wish that she 
Should ever match below her own degree : 
Be loved because she was most loveable, 
But Bongbt her not, not understanding well 

■ The orighul of this atarj is foimd in CoHta tt NoHV^tt dt 
MarganOe dt Vatoi* Rant dt Navarre. 
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That love has right above both house and wealth : 
Wherefore he neTer songbt by shifty stealth. 
As do poor loTOFB. for her faTonr high ; 
Bat if by any chance he should be nigh, 
Then in her presence wonld he keep and smile. 
And let deep love oonemne hia heart the while. 
And so long time be iared, until at last, 
I know not how, Mb passion overpast 
The HtrictnesB of the tone and look he Tore ; 
And she, who never had been loved before, 
80 tender young she was, a flower in bud, 
Disoerned, and on the sodden understood : 
And ^ad she wae in simple faith to be 
Bdoved so nobly and so honestly ; 
Nought knowing of the dreadfal train of love, 
Bat joyfbl that she might another move. 
As him she mored, with rapture and dehght, 
Only by living in her lover's sigbt. 
Bo now more oft he came, nor songht to hide 
His love, though words to it be still denied. 
Bnt who in love can be unnoted ? — Soon 
The world began to whisper, and anon 
The whisper rose into a louder hum ; 
And lastly to the countess did it come, 
The mother countess : she, -a widow left 
With that one child, La Belle, was not bereft 
Of pity for a lover ; hut respect 
For the world's mandates that soft pity checked. 
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Too long Itad sho by Tirtnone loaxims kept 

'^^rtue to know, if virtae overslept 

Its own precinct : a keeper of the door . 

Not far did she the temple wide explore, 

Tlie &ne whioh loTe for deity doth own, 

Oreation's centre, being's very throne ; 

To which the very entrance none can find 

Without refinement of the sense and mind, 

While to its centre earthly visitant 

Ufay never pierce, for there for ever pant 

Love's spintnal fires throngh endless days, 

And in that noon joy's shadow fells both ways. 

Such is the court, the nniverse of love, 

So far its inmost shrine our hopes above. 

Bat faithful sonls, like voyagers, behold 

The far-off glory as a dawn of gold. 

The supreme glory shedding constant beams, 

Whioh thread the opal spheres in softer gleams, 

And Bofiier, that Love's voyagers may know 

The wonders of the way by which they go. 

They see Love's planets, like the lamps of night. 

Bet in their spheres of softness and delight : 

Or if it be a &ne that is most fit 

To image forth the throne where Love doth sit 

In sacredness, they see the pUlars rise 

Of shafted constancy towards the skies 

In that world-temple ; widely rolls between 

The unfiithomed basement and the vault serene 
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The incense cloud of an eternal fitness, 
Of which &ir dreams are miniater and witness ; 
And its foundations are nnwritten fiuth, 
Drner. than covenant, stronger than death, 
More gleaming than a lock of ohiyaophraae. 
These marrels may he see who keeps the ways 
Of lore throngh life, and connttess marvels more : 
But who the blinded vision may restore 
Of those who cease to love, nor hononr love 
In his trae worshippers ; what herald dove 
Bwathee with white plnme and flashing Iris-gleam 
The hapless soul tliat has forgot to dream ? 
Tlie mother bade that lover keep away 
From bis bebred, lest the world should say 
Some venomed thing ; and he her words obeyed, 
And for long months away &om her be stayed, 
' Till the world's bmit had oeased ; nor did be wear 
A brow of sadness, bnt did atill repair 
To all bis haimts, and busily he strove : 
Bnt as his absenoe grew, so grow his loTe. 

So passed the time, until, as it befel. 
Another lover come to woo La Belle, 
Not so much richer than this gentleman. 
Nor of sooh name ; and soon the romoni ran 
That they should wed : this when our lover heard, 
" It is but ill that he shonld be preferred," 
Thought he, " to me, who have so tmly loved ; 
I tarried not for this ; I am removed 
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By one less worth than me ; nay, who can tell 
If in her Becret mind she 1ot« me well ? 
Then am I mach to blame that from neglect 
I have let go her aeirioe, and have checked 
Her ahame&ced thoaght : I will return and Bee 
If there be any hope reserred for me." 

From the pine-beaiing height on which he dwe It 
He took his way, and sweet enchantment felt 
To go to her onoe more ; he knew the way 
Full well, and followed it for half the day, 
Until her pleasant mansion came in iight 
Amid the poplars ; and he did alight. 
With wild expectance poised in balance fine. 

Now hath he for the poplar changed the pine ; 
Those ladies in their Uttle garden groand, 
The mother conntess and La Belle, he found; 
Grey walls the place confined, yellow with moss. 
And with trained fruit-trees burgeoned, and axatom 
Went gravel walks amid the greenest Bward, 
And many pointed oypresBOB on gnard 
Lifted their darker epires ; amidst there was 
A marble fonntain rising in the grasB. 

And there that loTCr entered and beheld 
Those ladies walUng ; toward them he impelled 
His hasty feet, and aaii at once whate'er 
He did before within his mind prepare. 
Ah, wherefore had he never told before 
The secret which so long his bosom bore ? 



126 OOHOBALKENT. 

Ah, what avails it all tlie tale to tell 
Of love that at one tonch in aorrow fell ; 
Why utter now the words which told him all 
Be&Jlen which he deemed conld not heial. 
His own love being such ; yihy q)eak again 
The words that he shall still Teyolve in pain 
For many months, stiil matterii^ like a charm 
Of ill the syllables that wrought him harm ? 
What said the countess, and what said La Belle ? 
Enough to know that love in rains fell, 
Love's eloqnenoe was quenched ; too late afield 
Was love ; and, having lain so long concealed, 
Pnt forth its pennons vainly now at last. 
He fbimd La Belle by plighted fiuth boand fost, 
Bnt not to him, and married soon to be ; 
And there was deprecation ; sophistry 
Of comfort ; rapid words which ever strove 
To make the whole a commonplace of love 
Boon to be ended : then said he, " Adien, 
None other shall I ever love than yon." 
Now hath he changed the poplar for the pine. 

Full slowly rode he home through shade and shine, 
Along the valley, o'er the rising ridge, 
And past the hollow roaring by the bridge, 
And by the torrent msbing from the steep : 
The rain-clond rode above him ; out did sweep 
The rainbow, where cold rain at distance fell ; 
And &ded as some antnmn cloud did swell 
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In purple' o'er the sou behind his bock. 

Bo dizzily lie gained the homeward track, 

And entered wearily among the pines : 

HJH kennelled honnds with cries and lengthened whines 

At his appearance leaped their length of chain ; 

" Farewell," said he, " my dogs, ye call in Tain." 

And in the pain of that refaaal he 
Gonld take no rest, bnt ever hstlesaly 
Boamed up and down the flinty monntain path ; 
Until at length by small degrees he hath 
Began to fall away ; and in aach sort 
Was changed, that those who saw him did report 
Hia death at hand ; nay, death itself th^ aaid 
Was painted in his visage : now his bed 
He kept, and any moment he might die. 

A certain man soon brought this public cry 
Unto the conntesa, and mnch nrged that she. 
As she was charitable, should go see 
The dying man, and take with her La Belle ; 
With him they went, who gnided them foil weQ. 
They climbed the mountain by the flinty way 
Which led abo.ve the pines ; the dogs did bay. 
As they went past, the dogs that soon should be 
Masterlesa ; and from ont the dark green tree 
The pheasant whirred ; anon the latch they Hit 
And stand within the chamber ; his last shrift 
The dying man had made, and had received 
Communion, and, that holy task achicTed, 
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E^cted nought to see oi hear again ; 
He was bo meagre that it was a pain 
To recognize him : a moat pallid green 
O'erspread his risage, and the Rood between 
His strained hands lay ; bnt as on them he gazed, 
His force bo mneh returned that he half raised 
His body, and the cooutess thus addressed. 

" Ah, madam, thon art come to lay at rest 
A man who deemed himself already gone. 
Whom yon have slain ; ah, this is rightly done ; 
How come yon here ? " Then she — " Nay, say not bo ; 
Nay, what a sight is here, and what a woe ; 
Nay, say not we hare slain whom oTormnch 
We ever loved." — " Madam," said he, " Death's olotoh 
Is on me ; let me say I have concealed. 
All that I might, my state ; 'tis now roTealed ; 
80 is the love I bear your daoghter dear, 
Whom ever I have eerred with mind Binca« ; 
Bat all my hope I lost through haplessness ; 
Yet now I speak not of mine own dietrose. 
Which grieves me now no more, bat I lament 
For her, that she hath lost the man content 
Above all men to love and serve her well : 
For I am sore, while she on earth may dwell. 
She ne'er shall meet with one to love her ho. 
Bnt I must leave her, I away mnat go 
And leave her in the world, and it is this 
That ilka me more than all the good I miss. 



For I draired never to preserve 

M; wretched life, but that I might her serve, 

And I may perish now that hope is dead." 

A]l this they wept to hear, and then thus said 
The MranteBB : " Courage, my beloved friend, 
For here I sweai, if heaven thy life defend. 
La Belle shaU never wed but only thee ; 
Here she is present, and doth well agree." 
But hope in that dead soot grew not again. 
And he replied, " Lady, if that so vain 
And bootlesB solace bat three months agcme 
Had been bestowed, I should have been the one 
Most vigorous and happy in all France." 
But as that promise still they did advance, 
At last he said, " Since ye so kindly seom, 
One thing I ask which never did I deem 
Myself so hardy as to think ; " and they 
That he should confidently ask did pray. 
Then he, " Let me but hold awhile the head 
Of her whom here yon profier me to wed, 
Within my arms." La Belle was sore afraid 
At that request, but straight her mother bade 
Do as he said, perceiving death to be 
60 fixed npon his countenance that he 
Was scarce a man : and toward the bed she went 
And knelt beside it ; he was nearly spent. 
But soon he ronsed himself, and 'gan to stretch 
His thin arms round hei, and her face to fetch 
9 
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To his pale &ce : " Now have I all that e'er 
In all my life to hope for I did dare : 
For how that I have loved thee utterly 
With gentle iaith and perfect honesty, 
Qod knows ; and now right willingly I die : 
Ood who is Love and Perfect Charity 
Knows I lie not ; and I am ready now 
For my Creator." Here he hack did bow. 
Yet lallied once t^ain toward her hoe, 
And with snob ferroor struggled to embrace. 
That in the very strife a coipse he lay. 

Now he was nobly buried, as they Bay, 
For many a lover came from fair Provence 
To follow in the train ; and throogh all France 
They Bang of him ; bat if his Wandering ghort 
Ooold feel a triomph on the gloomy coast 
Of silettt darkness, at those obaeqniea 
Its greatest triumph was the tears and cries 
Of that poor demoiselle for whom he died : 
For scarce conld she be severed &om his fflde 
When earth received him ; and through all her days. 
In champaign green or sought by lover's praise, 
Bemembered his lost image, full of pain, . 
Nor ever after that fimereat train 
Of veritable joy did taste again. 
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It is the time to tell of &tal love ; 

Though all the woods are vocal with the dove, 

The nodding chesnnt eeea the white olonds build 

In smnmoT skies ; and all the air is filled 

yfiih lightaome fi-agranoe from the floweiing lime, 

And toward the low>hiing bonghs the thickets climb : 

It is the time to tell of &tal love. 

For were Hie woods not Tocal with the doTS, 
And bluest skies gare light through heart and mind, 
When Ermolai throogh forest paths did wind 
To see his ladj Colnmbe joyfiillj ? 
A goodly knight he was ; yon conld not see 
A man more gaily strong, nor sight more Mx 
Than Mb white horse, ateel arms, and yellow hair. 
As he rode onward all the afternoon : 
And when in dearest ether hnng the moon, 
His coarser paced along the darkening lake 
O'er which fair Columbe'a castle lights 'gan shake. 
She was a lady of most high degree. 
The danghter of Dnke Ebeuhard, and he 
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A councillor unto the emperor : 
Bat her bine ejee and pearly features wore 
Snch gentleneaB, that whoso saw her, straight 
Forgot for lore her birth and high estate. 
And she has welcomed her brave lover now 
From balcony, while in the yard below 
His steed apon the stones was clattering. 
And he both eyes and heart did upward fling. 

And now th^ both together sit at board, 
Fronting the fiery eyes of Ebenhard ; 
Where too sat Golmnbe's foster sister dear, 
Alice tiie fur ; with shorbiese ye shall hear 
That her wild eyes and wondrous looks have can^t 
Enight Ennolai, imd snch enchantment wrongfat. 
That now he drew with pain to Golnmbe sweet 
His eiring eyes, and painfiilly did greet 
Her words of love, when lovingly she spake. 
All night npon his bed he lay awake. 
And tossed and muttered ; all the night he had 
Her mighty beauty in his visioD sad, 
As he were hannted ; sore the fiend had wrought 
Some wicked spell on him to change his thonght. 
Then when the dawn came throi^h his window greyi 
He took his sword and gown, and made his way 
To Strepan's chamber, whom asleep he fonnd — 
Strepan his varlet, coiming as a hound 
To track vagaries by the fancy bred. 

" Strepan," he died, standing beside his bed, 
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" No wieteh was ever so tmdone as I ; 
For came I not 'ueath jester even's s^ 
Loring &ir Colmnbe ? — oh, I love her Btdll ; 
Bnt eonqneror love hath nronght me bitter ill, 
For now I love all madly Alice fair." 

Then Strepan answered, trembling, " Sir, beware 
The wiath of her high sire, duke Ebenhard ; 
Ho doke so fiery, rigorous, and hard : 
Sure this is bnt a moment's phantasy, 
For think that Colmnbe is thy bride to be." 

" Silence," said Ennolai, " I fear not an^t 
Bia anger ; neither do I set at nought 
Bweet Golnmbe ; no, by heaven, this Hword should slay 
The man who would her beauty dear nnsay ; 
To die for her were easy, bnt to live — 
Ah, love hath other law, ah love doth give 
Other command ; I tell thee, some control 
Beyond e'en life is laid upon my sonl : 
For can the gentle moon with all her light 
The snn-flower tun ? Hay, never star of ni^t 
Con move the bods that open with the snn : 
Bo 'tis in love ; the seal obeys bat one ; 
Bnt iriierefore preach I ? — rather by the oath 
Of Love himself I plight no other troth 
Than to this Alice, whom I wholly love ; 
Wherefore must then thy skill most shortly prove, 
Devising how we may together flee 
Home to my oastle, married there to be." 
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" Grant me three days," qnoth crafty Strepan here, 
" Since thou art lunatic, lay thooghts to clear." 

" Q-ranted," said Eimolai, " bnt have a care 
Thou fiiil me not ; and yet, alae, I Bwear 
That Colombe is the eweetest, the most &ir 
Of all beside: ah, Colombe, whataoe'er 
Thou Bhalt hereafter t.hinlt of me, I trow 
If thou the pangs that now I feel conldst know, 
Thon wonldst forgive me all, oh sweeteet, beat." 

With that BO Bore a passion him oppressed 
That we most pity him ; there is no pain 
Like dying love ; for to the altered brain ' 

The nnaltered heart atill sends its rich snppIieB ; 
Bnt some nsniper strange now oocnpies 
The old receptacle within the mind 
Where the poor heart its harbour used to find 
For all the pnlsive tides of love that wont 
To have their iBSne from its BOcred font. 
An image new hath entered throngh the sense, 
And a new form mnst make impression thence 
Upon the cordial substance still so warm 
With the impression of the older form. 
So wills imperial fancy, and in vain 
The heart doth beat with penitential pain. 
In Tain resists, and from its arteries 
WithdrawB the genial onrrent, and denies 
That newer love the ancient form e^e ; 
In rain returns it to its ancient place, 
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And righteously refoseth to transmit 

Its vital current to the cruel wit : 

In vain is this.; the heart rouat beat again 

Through all reluotaoce of'Tepeataat pain ; 

In none the heart and mind are long apart ; 

Imperial fanQr oreiTDlee the heart. 

Yet thia Is fall of pun to vhomsoe'er 

It happeqa ; and inoonBtanoy most beai 

This righteona pain ; nor this alone, for now 

The ^cient hahit more afflicts the brow 

Than the now joy rewards ; perish anon, 

^Vhen the atliiactive force of thought ia gone, 

The outward pomps of loTe, the imageries 

Of beauty, by the sensibilities 

Invested with sweet power, the atmosphere 

Oiroling ibe.loYOT ; fades the iaae of her 

Bebved bnt lately, fitdes the pleasant land 

In which bnt now he wandered fragrance-fanned, 

Waited by rosy clouds of happy pride, 

Sweet interests, warbling shapes, and p^eanta wide : 

It is fof bim no more ; he is shut ont 

From Eden bj de&olt, and all abont 

The blessed te^n walks he hand in band 

With gravest Memory ; bnt he is banned, 

A wretch fbrlom, whom no new lore begoiles 

'Vnth all the happiness of older smiles. 

Ah, thia is piun ; no divine influence 

Can ebb away, and leave an easy sense ; 
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No heart can throb and cast rejected tide 
Toward fenc^'e U17 bonme, liat there must ride 
On each returning wave some bitter pain. 

The three days past, his eoorse hath Str^HW ta'en 
■Toward a neighbouring moimd, whereon waa pOed 
Great store of faggotg, meant as s^nal wild 
Of Eome fierce enemy approaching near : 
The heap he fired at midnight dark and drear, 
In stormjr aky arose the balefire's li(^t, 
Anon the courtyard awanned with serf and knight. 
And forth theymshed in nightly cavalcade 
To meet the fiincied foe in woodland shade. 
So when the wrathfdl dnke and all his men 
Were hx away, the nmning Strepan then 
Led round a mighty horse from Barbary 
And £rmoIai's white chai^r, and they flee, 
Alice and Ermolai, and rery soon 
Was Ermolai watohii^ the half-wrecked moon 
In clondy wares from his own lattice high, 
While his own motiier trembling i&ltered nigh 
Holdii^ his ont-flnng hand, and in the room 
Fair Ahce cronched and sobbed amid the gloom : 
" Good night," at kst said he, " ihll tenderly 
My gentle bird in cage shall tended be : 
Gently, my mother, keep her blessed head, 
'Tis bnt a little time and we shall wed." 

Few days were past before the wrathfnl duke 
With many mastered knights his jonmey took 
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Of Tengeance to tha garde of Ermolai ; 

But ere they yet were marcliiiig on their way, 

Sweet Cohmbe, left deserted, left nlone, 

Called on whom she conld trast, who straight is gone 

Before the host with measagea from her : 

She sent a Bapkin wet with numj a tear, 

A jewel, too, she sent in gold enaet. 

And poiHoned 'twas ; thus did she legend it : 

" Alice, receive this n^kin ; 'tis th; doe ; 

Wet with my tears, which not another drew; 

Beoeive this poisoned ring ; and onto me 

If thon be &lBe, let this be death to thee ; 

fint if thou wilt repent, return before 

The wrathfhl doke shall elay my lore in war ; 

And straight I will fbigiTe thee ; bat if still 

Thy purpose holds to have thy wioked wiU, 

I charge thee, send the poison back to me." 

Thus having said, she sunk down ntterly 
Dissolved in pain npon the marble floor. 
And there she lay, while past the yawning ioor 
The martial knights strode forth in fierce array ; 
None knew how long in deadly swoon she lay. 

How did iair Alice take those tokens sad ? 
Her eyes did beam within most piteoaa-glad. 
The napkin at her bosom's core she dried. 
The poisoned ring she took, and straightway hied 
Down the black staircase into the wide hall. 
Where Ermolai beneath the banners toll 
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After the mghtlj battqnet slumbered now 

Upon Uie table ; trouble marked hie brow, 

Aod rnfQed haix, in which his hands were thnist : 

That lad; tottered toward him, far she must 

Breathe one kiss o'er him ere she leave him there ; 

Yet never stirred the sleeper unaware, 

And she through hall and corridor hath ranged. 

Her mighty heanty broken not, but changed ; 

So left she him, and is to Golnmbe fled : 

" Sister, behold thy poisoned ring," she b^, 

" And take again thy love," No more she could, 

Bnt in sharp sorrow broke her womanhood : 

And Colombe kissed her, and they two abode 

As if &te never made on &ith inroad. 

Meanwhile the host of Ebenhard drew near 
And sieged the castle ; first a messenger 
Th^ sent to seek if Alioe therein lay : 
This Eimolai distracted answered, Yea. 
Then they the pbtce assaulted, and the kni^ 
With followers few resisted all he might, 
Till th^ have gained the wall with joyous shont. 
And Ermolai half-dead with wonnds drawn oat. 
They sought for Alice all abont the gronnd, 
In much amaze when nowhere she w^ foond. 
And many a corse upon the knight they laid. 
Deeming that she was fbolty mnrdered. 
The wrathfdl dnke gave sentence that the knight. 
As one who had to honour done despite. 
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Should on a cart be drawn to market Bquare, 
And lose his head : liiin now the varlets bear 
To dongeon deep, enshackled heaTily, 

Now when fair Alice heud the pablic cry 
That Enuolai ahonld perish in this sort, 
Unto the emperor Bh,e did resort. 
And did entreat him of his clemency 
To spare that knight, for that no felony 
By him had been committed ; and she won 
From that great king her prayer ; but therenpon 
"Was this oonditioit added, that he wed 
Oolnmbe the fiur, or else not save his head. 
If he refosed ; or if Colnmbe no more 
Would of his love, it should be as befbre ; 
Or if fierce Ebenhard disdtunfolly 
Befiised to grant it so, still most he die. 

Then Alice fiur retained, and soon she brought 
The tender Colnmbe to accept the thonght, 
For if she did refuse, then must he die : 
And Ebenhard, albeit right stomuly, 
Accepted also, for be once had loved 
Sir Ennohu, and vras to pity moved, 
Now when he found &iir Alice was retnmed : 
'Twas pnnishment enoogh that he had burned 
His eastle and the knight in prison cast. 
Sore wounded ; nor did he mislike at last 
The desperate courage of that frantic knight ; 
And grimly laughed he t-binbing of the night 
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When Ermolai bad drawn lum from his tower, 
Booted and armed, the fiightleae hills to acour. 

Now come the morning when the knight was led 
Upon the felon cart to lose hie head : 
Abont that hearse the thronging people oome. 
And eome did shont, some were for pity domb, 
Bome wept hie yonth ; bnt he with nnmoved eyea 
Erected eat, and none eonld know what a^ 
His spirit at the thought of Alice gaTe, 
E'en as he travelled to hie bloody grave. 
Ah, thonght he not of Colnmbe 7 He no more 
Of Colombe thought, though at the first so sore 
Had been his penitence for all her wrong ; 
For after Alice left bim, madly strong 
Had grown of her his love in&toate. 
And oft did he snq»ect, the while he sate 
Befdoged within hie hold, that Coltunbe had 
Decoyed and slain her ; and resentment mad 
finked in his sonl, and fory bom of hell : 
All this did penitential shame expol, 
And Colnmbe had deceased in his regret : 
How too of his captivity the fret. 
The long elapse of time, his wasted lands. 
His followers slain, his wounds, and shamefol bands. 
The sentence of hia death, these things endured 
For Alice, these his piteous heart eneored 
And stnbbomed stall for Alice ; for to seem 
A sufferer for love is love's own dream : 

Google 
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By Bufiering his heui had pnrged remorge, 
And flung that burden gladly from its course ; 
And, filled mtii Alice, to the laat ereiit 
Bound straitly on the shamefal cart he went. 

'When lo, what magic to bis shilling mind 
Completes her image, that his eye should find 
Fair Alice there ? She in the street dotii stand. 
Holding her sister Colombe by the hand. 
For BO they had resolved that, as he hied, 
He should be ransomed from his deadly ride 
In front of death itself ; and presently 
Her voice aasares him more that it is she, 
Bespeaking him — " Sir knight, why rid'st thou there ? 
Behold thou shalt now wed this lady &ir, 
And thoQ art lightly free from all thy woe ; 
The emperor wills, and she consents thereto, 
Diike Ebenhard congenta ; therefore rejoice." 

Bat when her face he Baw, and heard her voice, 
Eis bonds he shook as if he madoian were ; 
And Ebenhard bade loose him from the chair, 
Deeming he would to Columbe go ; bat he 
Ban bnt to Alioe iair : ah, tenderly 
We^ ye who hapless love conuniaerate. 
Weep ye who know how faith soccumbs to &te, 
And love is mingled with perversity : 
For he to Alice went, and tenderly 
He sought to compass her in his arme twain : 
But she began to say her words agun, 
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Ajid pointed him to Colnmbe for his lore, 
And more repelled him as the more he strove. 
More piteoDB that striie than ver; death. 

Itight HO oame Ebenhard with {Drions breath 
At this despite, and ahonted to the train 
That they ahonld mount him on the hearse again. 
And draw the cutting bonds unto the bone : 
Whereat tail Colmnbe with most heavy moan 
Prayed mercy, horror-strioken she to find 
Snch horror ; eagerly she now resigned 
Her love to Alice, that her wrathM sire 
Hight therefore from his threats of death retire. 
like to two doves that rise upon the air 
"With head and wing embracing, so in prayer 
Those sisters were, as they did there contend. 
Ah, bootlessly their tears they did ezpmd, 
They conld not stay the &]ling doom of &te. 
Nor into pity altered angry hate, 
Nor stopped the creaking of tlie deadly wain ; 
Now haste we to despatch this doleful train. 

When Alice fair peroeiTed they might not stay 
This woddl deed ; — " 'Tie I must die to-day," 
'Gan she to saj, and from her bosom snatched 
That poisoned ring which Oolnmbe had de^atched 
Before to her ; and this she raised on high ; 
" That ye may live," she stud, " 'tis I must die." 
She turned it round where it in gold was set, 
" This deed from yon a benediction get; " 
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She throBt the poison throngli her white white teeth, 
"Oodgive toall thejojof my last hreath;" 
Sho Bet the ring around &ir Colnmbe's hand, 
" I wed thee imto him ; oh, miderstand 
That thos to both of ;oa my love is known." 
She fell before them dead as any stone. 

But Ermohu paased on to lose his head ; 
And they retnming fbond fiur Columbe dead, 
Bead in a &tal swoon npon the gronnd, 
And on her hand the poisoned ring they feond. 
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I. 

What b Uub 7 

The white and crambling clouds leave bare the bine ; 

BhineB out the central Btm with golden hue ; 

Ani all the fruit-treeB, rolling blosBom-bonghed, 

Are white and billowy aa the rolling cloud. 

The waim beam bedded Bleeps npon the trees, 

The springing thioketB and the gorBe-bonnd leas ; 

Sleeps where I lie at ease, 

Palling the ruby orchis and the pale 

Half-withered cowslip from the hill-side grass, 

Midway the brow that overhangs the Tale, 

"Where the sleepy shadows pass. 

And the ennbeam sleeps till all is grown 

bito one boming sapphire stone. 

All air, all earth, each yiolet-deepened zone. 



It sleeps and broods npon the moss-mapped stone, 
The thready mosses and the plnmy weeds ; 
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Numbers the veined flowers one after one, 

TLeir colours and their leaves and ripening seeds : 

Above, around, its influence proceeds ; 

It tracks in gleams the etream through crowding bnsb, 

And beds of sworded flags and bearded rash, 

Where slow it creeps along the lower ground ; 

The ridges far above are all embrowned, 

The golden heavens over all are ploughed 

In fiirrows of fine tissue that abonnd, 

And meltiug fragments of the whitest cloud. 

in. 

Ah, what is this, that now with sated eyes 

And humming ears the soul no more descries ? 

Brawn back upon the spirit all the sense 

Becomes intelligence ; 

And to be doubly now unfolded feels 

That which itself reveals ; 

Double the world of all that may appear 

To eye or hand or ear ; 

Double the sonl of that which apprehends 

By that which sense tiauscends. 

lY. 

For deep the cave of human consciousness ; 

The thoughts, like light, upon its depths may press, 

Seeking and finding wonders numberless ; 

10 
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Bat never may they altogether pierce 

The hollow gloom ho sensitive and fierce 

Of the deep bosom : iar the light ms; reach, 

There ie a depth unreached ; in clearest speech 

There is an echo from an unknown place : 

And in the dim, onlmown, nutrodden space 

Our Ufe is hidden ; were we all self-known. 

No longer should we live ; a wonder shown 

Is wonderful no more ; and being flies 

For ever from its own self- scrutinies. 

Here is the very effort of the soul 

To keep itself nnmingled, safe, and whole 

In changes and the flitting feints of sense : 

Here essence holds a calm end snre defence ; 

It is a guarded shrine and sacred grove, 

A fountain hidden where no foot may rove, 

A farther depth within a sounded sea ; 

A mirror 'tie from hour to hoar left free 

By things reflected : and because 'tis so. 

Therefore the outer world and all its show 

Is as the music of the npper wave 

To the deep Ocean in his sunken cave ; 

A part of its own self, yet but its play. 

Which doth the sunbeam and the clond convey 

To central deeps, where in awful shade 

The stormless heart receives the things conveyed. 

Knowing the cloud by darkness, and the light 

By splendours dying throngh the infinite. 
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V. 

And being sach die aonl doth reeognize 

Th$ donbleness of natnre, that there lies 

A Bonl occolt in Nature, hidden deep 

As lies the aon] of man in moveless sleep. 

And like a dream 

Broken in circumstance and foolish niade, 

Through which howe'er the fntnra world doth gleam, 

And floats a warning to the gathered thought, 

Like to a dream, 

Throagh sense and all by sense conveyed. 

Into our son! the shadow of that aonl 

Doth float. 

Then are we lifted np erect and whole 

In Tastoonfesaion to that universe 

Perceived by ns : our soul itself transfers 

Thither by instinct snre ; it swiftly haila 

The mighty spirit umilar ; it sails 

In the divine expansion ; it perceives 

Tendencies gloriona, distant ; it enweaves 

Itself with exoitaiions more than thongbt 

Dnto that sonl nnveiled and yet nnsou^t. 

TI. 
Ye winds and clouds of light, 

Te lead the sonl to God ; 
The new-bom sonl that height 
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With rapturous foot hath trod, 

And is rooeived of Ood : 

God doUi the soul receive 
Which moantB toward Him, and alone wonld dwell 
With Him ; thoagh finite with the Infinite, 
Though finite, rising with a might 
Like to infinitude. 

Gently receiving such He doth dispel 
All BoUtary horror with delight. 
Honouring the higher mood. 

TO. 

For thongh the aonl pants with fierce eostosy 

The imattainable to grasp, to be 

For ever mingled with infinity ; 

And this in vain, since God Himself withdraws 

From human knowledge, e'en as its own laws 

Seclude the sonl &om sense ; 

Yet not &om love He hies ; 

From love God never fiies. 

Love is the sonl's best sense, which God desdries, 

Which bares the covert of intelligence : 

And, honouring in love the higher mood, 

With lovely joys Ho fills the solitude 

Of His own presence, whither tmsting Him 

The sonl hath monnted : lo, it might have found 

Utter destruction on this higher ground, 

Tenuity of air and swooning dim 
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For ladt of breath ; bat now it finds hereby 

A lovely Teetore of iufinit;, 

And ecstaBies that nourish ecetasy. 

God giveth love to toTe, and nunietars 

fiabstonce to Babstanoe ; life to life He bears. 

VHI. 
Therefore, ye winds and ye 

High moying clonds of light, 
Te mers rmining free, 
Then gloty of the eea, 

Thou gloiy of the height, 
The gleam beside the hash, 
The tremhle of the rash, 
To me made manifest. 
The beautj of the flower 
In Btiinmet'B Bonny power, 
Portions of entity supreme ye be, 
And motions massed upon eternal rest. 

IX. 
Broad breezoB, clonda of light. 

Thither ye lead the sool, 

To this most sacred height 

Above the sacred whole : 

The azure world is not bo &ir, 

The aznre world and all the circling air. 
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As that tme spiritual kingdom knomi 
Unto the spirit only and alone; 
Thither the Bonl ye bear, 
Ob winds and clouds of light. 



Te winds and clonds of light, 
That bear the sonl to God ; 

The new-bom bodI that height 
By ecstasy bath trod. 
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Ob that this kisa with hfe conld warm 

The whitened hpa it dies apon ; 
That these hot tears could warm to life 

That brow more cliill thaa nmrble stooe. 
Another hoar, and they ehaU come 

To bear thee to the last repose ; 
Beloved, I mnst take my leave ; 

This ia the close, this is the cloae. 

Wear not to me that look of peace. 
That peaceful look of silent rest. 

Unlike the look of calm enforced. 
When thy atill spirit lay oppressed ; 

Unliko the look which ever sought 
My wayward moods to know and meet ; 

Oh could that gaze come back again, 

' And raise those wiatfiil eyehds aweet. 

That I might kiss it all away, 

And bid it so for ever cease, 
And fall upon my knees and pray, 

And spend my life to win thee peace t 
' Ob, I could madden o'er Qiy form. 

But I thy reat ahonld discompose ; 
Thy aim &lla coldly back again ; 

la this the close, is this the close ? 
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The fefttbers of the willow 
Are half of them grown yellow 

Above the swelling stream ; 
And ragged are the hushes, 
And rostf now the rashes. 

And wild the clouded gleam. 

The thistle now ia older, 
Hifl stalk begins to monlder. 

His head is white as snow ; 
The branches all are barer. 
The linnet's song is rarer, 

The robin pipeth now. 
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